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THE 
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COXCOMB. 


CO  M E D y 


, Written  by  ^ . 

Ur.  FRANCIS  BEAUMONT. 

■■  and  ■ " 

Mr.  J 0 UN  F L E TC  H E R. 


L 0 N D 0 Ny 

Printed  for  jf.  T.  And  Sold  by.  Brovm  at  the  Black 
- without  lylSv.  - 


This  Comedy,  long  forgot,  hy  fame  thought 
By  us  prefers  d,  once  more  doth  raife  bey 
And  to yournohle  Cenfures  does  prefent 
Her  outward  Form,  and  inward  Ornament.  / 
Nor  let  this  Smell  of  Arrogance,  fince’tis  known. 
The  Makers,  that  confejl  it  for  their  own 
Were  this  -way  skilful,  and  without  the  Crime 
. of  Flatteries  I may  fay  may  jdeafe  the  Time ; 

The  Work  it  felf  too,  when  it  frfi  came  forth, 

. In  the  Opinion  of  irten  of  Worth, 

Was  well  receiv’d  and  favour’d,  though  fome,  rude 
And  harjh  among  th'  ignorant  Multitude, 

(That  reli/h  grofs  Food,  letter  than  a Dijh 
That's  co(A'd  with  Care,  and  fervd  into  the  Wi(h, 
Of  curious  Pallats)  wanting  Wit  and  Strength, 
Truly  to  judge,  condemn'd  it  for  the  Length 
jhat  Fault’s  reform'd,  and  now  'tis  to  be  try’d 
Before  fuel  Judges  'twill  not  he  deny  d 
A free  and  noble  hearing ; nor  fear  I, . 

But  'twill  deferve  to  have  free  Liberty,  - 
And  give'you  Caufe  (and  with  Content)  to  fay, 
Their  Care  was  good,  that  did  revive  this  Play. 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 

■ . M E N. 

RIcatdO)  a young  Gentleman^  in  love  -with  Viola^ 
Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Gentleman. 

, Mercury,  Fellow-Traveller  with  Antonio. 

Uberto, 

Pedro, 

Silvio, 

Valerio,  a Country  Gentleman.  ^ 

Curio,  Kinfman  to  Antonio. 

Juftice, , a Jhallow  me.  ' v . ' 

Andrugio,  Father  to  Woh.. 

Alexander,  Servant  to  Mercury’r  Mother.  ^ 

Mark,  the  JuJlice's  Clerk.  , 

Rowland,  Servant  to  Andrugio. 

Tinker.  . , ' ^ 

Conflahle.  ■ ; • . • , • 

Watch.  ^ - 

Drawer.  ' ; . 

Muficians.  ^ - 

w'o  M E ,N.  . 

Viola,  Daughter  to  Andrugio.  - 

Maria,  Wife  ra  Antonio. 

A Country  Woman,  Mother  to  Mercury. 

f . 

Madge,  . 

Dorothy,  the  Tinker  s Trull. 

Scene  England^  Frame- 

the 


Three  merry  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Ricardo. 


T H E 


COXCOMB. 


A C T I.  S GENE  I. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 

Hit  'W  ET  us  make  ufe  of  this  ftollen  Privacy, 

1 And  not  lofe  time  in  Protcftatior,  Miftrefs, 

Pqj^ ’^\(fcre  in  me  a kind  of  Breach  of  Faith, 

To  fav  again  I love  you.  riol.  Sweet,  fpeak  foftly. 

For  tho’ihc  , Venture  of-your  Love  to  me 

mL  with  a willing,  and  a full  Returiu 
Should  it  arrive  unco  my  Father  s Knowledge,  . 

Th^ were  our  laft  Difcourfe.  Rhh.  How  (hall  he  know  it  ? 
His  watching  Cares  are  fucb,  for  ray  Advancement, 

That  every  where  his  Eye  is  fix’d  upon  me^ 

This  Night  that  doth  afford  us  feme  fmall  Freedom, 

At  the  R queft  and  much  Intreaty  of 

The  Miltrefs  of  the  Houfe,  was  hardly  given  me  j . 

For  I am  never  fuffer’d  to  ftir  out, 

But  he  hath  Spies  upon  me;  yet  I know  not 
You  have  fo  won  upon  me,  that  could  1 think 

Voi  would  love  faithfully  (though  to  entertain 

Another  Thought  of  you, 

1 fhould  adventure  on  his  utrnoft  Anger.  ^ 

^ic.  Why?  do  you  think  I can  be  falfe. 

Viol  No  Faith,  . .r  /v  , i 

You-vcan  honefiF.ee  bu^ 


SrLet  carthe  ftor’d  Vengeance  of  Heav’ns  Juftice 
Fro/.  No  more,  I do  believe  you,  the  Dance  ended,  - 


Which 


Which  this  free  Woman’s  Guefts  have  vowM  to  have  _ _ 

E’er  they'd^aFr,  T \vill  make'  home,  and  (lore  mc^ 

With  all  the  Jewels,  Chains,  and  Gold  are  trufted^ 

Unto  tny  Guftody,  and  at  the  next  Corner 

To  n^y  Father’s  Houle,  before  dne  at  the  fartheft,  ^ 

He  ready  to  receive  me.  I defire  , 

No  Bond  beyond  your  Promife,  lci*s  go  in, 

To  talk  thus  much  before  the  Door,  may  breed 
buipicion. 

Mercury  Antonio  talking^ 
yiol.  Here  are  Company  too.  Rich.  A<vay, 

Thofe  Powers  that  profper  true  and  honeft  Loves 
Will  blcfs  our  U idcrtakings. 

rioL  ’Tis  my  WiOi,  Sir.  [Ev.  Ric.  avd  Viol. 

Mer,  Nay,  Sir,  excufe  me,  I have  drawn  you  to 
. Too  much  Expence  already  in  my  Travel j 
And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  Love, 

To  make  my  Wants  your  own,  allow  me  Manners 
Which  you  muft  grant  1 want*  (hould  1 incrcafe 
The  Bond  in  which  your  Couitefics  have  ty‘d  me, 

By  ftiil  confuming  you*,  give  me  leave 

To  take  mine  own  Ways  now,  and  I fliall  often,  • ' 

With  Willingnefs,  come  to  vifit  you,  and  then  thank  you. 

Ant,  By  this  Hand  1 could  be  angry,  what  do  you  think  me? 
Muft  we  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one. 

Seen  Cities,  Countries,  Kingdoms,  and  their  Wonders j 
Been  Bcd-fellows,  and  in  our  various  Journey 
Mixe  all  our  Obfervations,  part  ('as  if* 

We  were  two  Carriers  at  two  feveral  Ways, 

And  as  the  Fore-hoife  guides,  ciy  God  be  with  you) 

Without  or  Compliment,  or  Ceremony  h 
In  Travellers,  that  know  iranfalpine  Garbs, 

Though  our  Defigns  arc  ne’er  lb  ferious,  Friend, 

It  were  a capital  Crime,  it  muft  not  be  ^ 

Nay,  what  is  more,  you  fhall  not;  you  e’er  long 
Shall  fee  my  Houfe,  and  find  what  I call  mine. 

Is  wholly  at  your  Service.  Mer*  ’Tis  this  tires  me; 

Sir,  I were  eafily  woo’d,  if  nothing  elfe 
But  my  Will  lay  in  the  Choice;  but  ’cis  not  fo, 

My  Frien'ds  and  Kindred  that  have  part  of  me. 

And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefeft  Hopes  depend, 

Juftly  expeft  the  tender  of  my  Love 
After  my  Travel;  then  mine  own  Honefty 
Tells  me  ’tis  poor,  having  indifferent  Means 
Tokeep  me  in  my  Quality  and  Rank,  ' 

At  my  Return,  to  tire  anotlier’s  Bounty, 

And  let  mine  own  grpw  lufty ; pardon  me. 

Anti 
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jita,  1 5will  not,  cannot,  to  conclude,  Idare  not:  * 

Can  any  thing  conferr-d  upon  my  Friend 
Be  burthenfomc  to  me?  For  this  Excufe 
Had  I no  reafon  elfc,  you  fliould  not  leave  me, 

By  a Traveller’s  faith  you  fliould  nor,  lhavefaid, 

And  then  you  know  my  Humour,  there’s  no  contendingj 

Mer.  Is  there  no  way  to  ’fcape  this  Inundation? 

I (hall  be  drown’d  with  Felly  if  I go: 

And  after  nine  Days,  Men  may  take  me  up, 

With  my  Gall  broken.  jint.  Arc  you  yet  refolv’d.^ 

Ader.  Wou’d  you  wou’d  fpare  me.  Ant.  By  this  Light  I cannot. 
By  all  that  may  be  fworn  by.  Mer.  Patience  help  me, 

And  Heav’n  grant  his  Folly  be  not  catching, 

If  it  be,  the  Town’s  undone  j 1 now  would  give 
A reafonable  Sum  of  Gold  to  any  Sheriff, 

That  would  but  lay  an  Execution  on  me. 

And  free  me  from  his  Company,  whil^he  was  abroad. 

His  want  of  Wit  and  Language  kept  him  dumb? 

But  Balaam^  Afs  will  fpeak  now,  without  fpurring. 

An^.  Speak,  have  I won  you — 

^ Enter  Servant  and  Mufician. 

Met.  You  are  not  to  be  refifted. 

Ser.  Be  ready  I intreat  you,  the  Dance  done, 

Befidcs  a liberal  Reward,  I have  < 

A Bottle  of  Sherry  in  my  Pow^r,  fliall  beget  ' ^ 

New  Crotchets  in  your  Heads. 

Muji,  Tufti,  fear  not  us,  we’ll  do  our  Parts. 

Ser.  Go  in.  Ant.  I know  this  Fellow. 

Belong  you  to  the  Houfe?  'Ser,  I ferve  the  Miftrefs.' 

Ant,  Pretty  and  fliort^  pray  you,  Sir,  then  inform  her. 

Two  Gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honour’d 

With  her  fair  Prefence.  Ser„  She  fliall  know  fo  much. 

This  is  a merry  Night  with  us,  and  forbid  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a Man: 
ril  guide  you  the  way. 

Ant,  Nay,  follow,  1 have  a Trick  in’t. . .[Eteit^ 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Maria,  Pedro,  Portia,  Viola, 

with  others, 

Vher,  Come,  where’s  this  Mafque  ? faireft,  for  our  Chear, 

Our  Thanks  and  Service^  may  you  long  furvive, 

To  ioy  in  many  of  thefe  Nights.  Mar,  I thank  you. 

Uber,  We  muft  have  Mufick  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us 
But  half  a Welcome.  Mar,  Pray  you,  Sir,  excufe  me. 

Stl.  By  no  Means,  Lady. 

vher.  We’ll  crown  our  Liberal  Feaft, 

With  fome  delightful  Strain  fitting  your  Love 
And  this  good  Company.  , Mar,  Since  you  enforce  it, 
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I will  not  plead  the  Excufe  of  want  of  Skilli 
Or  be,  or  nice,  curious)  every  Year 
' I celebrate  my  Marriage  Night,  and  will 

’Till  I fee  my  abfent  Husband.  Vber.  ’lis  fit  Freedom. 

StL  Ricardo,  thou  art  dull— — — 
f-  Enter  -Servant, 

Ric.  1 fliall  be  lighter, 

When  1 have  had  a Heat.  Mar,  Now  Sir,  the  News? 

&r.  Miftrcfs,  there  are  two  Gentlemen.  Mar,  Where? 

Ser,  Complimenting  who  ftiould  firit  enter. 

Mar.  What  are  they? 

Ser.  Heav’n  knows^  but  for  their  ftrangcnefs,  have  you  never 
feen  a Cat  waih  her  Face  ? 

Vber,  Yes, 

Ser.  Jull  fuch  a ftir  they  keep,  if  you  make  but  hade, 

You  may  fee  ’em  yet  before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Mercury, 

Mer,  Let  ’em  be  what  they  will.  I'll  keep  them  fair 
Entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

Ant,  It  ihdl  be  fo,  - Mer.  Then  let  it  be  your  Pleafurb. 

Ant,  Let’s  (land  afide,  and  you  (hall  fee  us  have 
Fine  fporc  anon. 

Mer^  A fair  Society,  do  you  know  thefe  <jentlcwomen  ? 

Ant.  Yes.  Mer.  What  are  they? 

Ant.  The  fecond  is  a Neighbour’s  Daughter,  her  Name  is  Fiola. 
There  is  my  Kinfman’s  Wife,  Eortia  her  Name,  and  a Friend  too. 

Mer,  Let  her What’s  Ihc  that  leads  the  Dance? 

I Ser,  A Gentlewoman.  Mer,  1 fee  that. 

I Ser,  Indeed?  Mer.  What? 

1 Ser,  A Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  Udsfoot,  good  Sir,  what’s  (he  that  leads  the  Dance? 
z Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir.  Mer,  Whatelfe.^ 

2 Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Ajer.  Your  Miftrefs?  A Pox  on  you. 

What  a try  of  Fools  are  here?  I fee  ’tis  Treafon  to  underftand  in 
this  Houfe:  If  N iture  were  not  better  to  them,  than  they  can  be 
to  thcmfelves,  they  woukLTcant  hit  their  Mouths:  My  Miftrefs.^ 
- la  there,  any  one  with  fo  much  Wit  in’s  Head,  chat  can  tell  me  at 
lirft  figbr,  what  Gentlewoman  that  is  that  leads  the  Dance? 

Ant.  ’ risiTiy'Wife.  Mer^  H\xm, 

Ant.  How  doft  thou  like  her? 

..  Mer.  W’ell,  a pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Ant.  Preihee  be  quier.  Met,  I w'ould  I could : 

Let  never  any  hereafter  that’s  a Man, 

That  has  Afftftions  in  him  and  freePafBons, 

Receive  the  lead  tie  from  fuch  a Fool  as  this  is 
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That  holds  fo  fweeta  Wife,  ’(is  lamentable  to  confidcr  truly 
What  Right  he  robs  hinafelf  of,  and  whac  Wrong 
He  doth  the  Youth  of  fuch  a Gentlewoman; 

That  knows  her  Beauty  is  no  longer  hers, 

Than  Men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  fo,  and  ufe  it, 

Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a Husband  .• 

Oh  whac  have  I done,  whac  have  I done,  Coxcomb? 

If  1 had  never  feen,  or  never  tafted 
The  goodnefs  of  this  Kix,  1 had  been  a made  Man, 

But  now  to  make  a Cuckold  is  a Sin 
Againft  all  forgivenefs,  worfe  chan  a Murther; 

I iiave  a Wolf  by  the  Ears,  and  am  bitten  both  ways. 

Ant.  How  now  Friend,  what  are  you' thinking  of? 

Mer,  Nothing  concerning  you,  I muft  be  gone. 

Ant^  Pardon  me,  Til  have  no  going,  Sir. 

Mer.  Then  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  Bed, 

I am  very  weary,  and  ill-temper*d. 

Ant,  You  (hall  prefently,  the  Dance  is  done. 

I Set.  Miftrefs,  thefe  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Mar.  My  Husband’s  welcome  home,  dear  Sir. 

Mer.  She*s  fair  ftill,  oh  that  I were  a Knave,  or  durft  be  one. 
For  thy  fake,  Coxcomb*,  he  that  invented  Honefty,  undid  me. 

Ant.  I thought  you  had  not  known  me,  you’re  merry,  ’tis  well 
thought. 

And  hovv  is’:  with  thefe  worthy  Gentlemen? 

Uber.  and  Sil.  We  are  glad  to  fee  you  here  again. 

Ant.  Oh  Gent,  what  ha’  you  loft?  But  get  you  into  Travels, 
There  you  may  learn,  I cannot  fay  what  hidden  Virtues. 

Met.  Hidden  from  you  I am  fure, 

My  Blood  boils  like  a Furnace, 

She’s  a fair  one. 

Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  Gentleman  with  all  the  Courtefle, 
Fitting  my  moll  efpecial  Friend. 

Mar.  What  this  poor  Houfe  may  yield, 

To  make  you  welcome,  dear  Sir,  command 
Without  more  Compliment.  Mer.  1 thank  you: 

She’s  wife,  and  fpeaks  well  toe,  oh  whac  a Blefting 
Is  gone  by  me,  ne’er  to  be  recovered  ? 

Well,  ’twas  an  old  iliame  the  Devil  laid  up  for  me,  and  now  has 
hit  me  home*,  if  there  beany  ways  to  be  difhoneft,  and  fave  my  felf 

Mo,  it  muft  not  be,  why  fhould  I be  a Fool  toe 

Yet  thofe  Eyes  wopld  tempt  another  Adam\  how  they  call  to  me, 

and  tell  me S’foot,  they  lhall  not  tell  me  any  thing.  Sir,  will 

you  walk  in  ? 

Ant.  How  is’t,  Signior?  Mer.  Crazie  a little. 

Mar.  What  ailycu,  Sir? 
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W bat’s  in  my  Power,  pray  make  ufe  of,  Sir. 

Mer,  *Tis  that  muft  do  me  good  j does  not  mock  me  fure? 

And’t  pleafe  you  nothing,  roy  Difeale  is  only  wearinefs.  Qong. 
Uber,  Come  Gentlemen,  we’il  not  keep  you  from  your  Beds  too 
Rk.  1 ha’fome  bufinefs,  and  ’ns  late,  and  \ou  far  from  your  Lodg- 
ing. SiL  Well.  \_E,xe.  Manevt  A nr.  Mar.  and  Vler. 

Ant.  Come  \ny  ckar  Mercury^  Til  bring  you  to  your  Chamber, 

and  then  1 am  for  you  Marta^  thou  an  a new  Wife  to  me  now 

and  thou  (halt  find  it  e’er  I deep.  ’ 

Mer.  And  1 an  old  Afs  to  my  felf,  mine  own  Rod  whips  me,— . 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  this,  ’tis  tedious,  you  are  the  bed:  Guide  in 

your  own  Houle go  Sir [_Exe.  Ant-  itfid  Mar. 

This  Fool  and  his  fair  Wife  have  made  me  frantick; 

From  two  fuch  Fhyficks  for  the  Soul,  deliver  me.  \jExit, 

Enter  Ricardo,  Uberto,  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Tiber.  Well  you  enuft  have  this  Wench  then. 

Rk.  \ hore  fo,  1 am  much  o’ch’  Bow-hand  elfe. 

Fed.  Wou’d  I were  bang’d,  ’tis  a good  loving  little  Foo!,  that 
date’s  venture  her  felf  upon  a Coaft  fhc  never  knew  yet  ^ but  thefe 
Women,  when  they  are  once  thirteen, 

God  the  Plough. 

Sil.  Faith  they’ll  veniure  further  for  their  Lading,  than  a Mer- 
chsnt,  and  through  as  many  Storms,  but  they’ll  be  fraughted,  they 
are  made  like  C ; tracks,  only  Strength  and  Storage. 

Ric.  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk. 

<6/7.  W’^e  do  f ',  but  tell  me  Ricardo^  wo’c  thou  marry  her 
Rk^  Marry  her?  Why,  what  fhould  I do  with  her?  ' 

Ted  Pox,  I thought  v/e  Ihould  all  have  fliares  in  her,  like  law- 
ful Prize. 

Ric.  No  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me,  I Lannch’d  her 
at  my  own  Charge,  without  Partners,  and  fo  I’il  keep  her. 

Vher,  What’s  the  Hour  ? Rk.  Twelve. 

Tiber,  What  fhall  we  do  the  while?  ’Tis  yet  fcarce  eleven. 

SiL  There’s  no  (landing  here,  is  nor  this  the  placed 
Ric,  Yes. 

Ted.  And  to  go  back  unto  her  Father’s  Houle,  may  breed 
Sufpicion: 

Let’s  dip  into  a Tavern  for  an  hour,  ’tis  very  cold. 

Tiber,  Contenr,  there  is  one  hard  by,  a quart  of  burnt  Sack  will 
recover  us,  I am  as  cold  as  Chriftmas^  this  Healing  Flefh  in  thefro- 
ity  Weather,  may  be  fweec  i’th*  eating,  but  fure  the  Woodmen 
have  no  great  catch  on’t;  (hall’s  go? 

Rk.  i hou  art  the  ftrangeft  lover  of  a Tavern,  what  fhall  we  do 
there  now  ? Lofe  the  Hour  and  our  felvcs  too. 

Tiber,  Lofe  a Pudding*,  what  doft  thou  talk  of  the  Hour;  will 
one  Quart  muzzle  us  ? Have  we  not  Ears  to  hear,  and  Tongues  to  ask  the 

Drawers, 
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DrawerSj  but  we  muftftand  here  like  Bawds  to  watch  the  Minutes? 

Sil.  Prethee  content  thy  fclf,  wc  (hali  fcout  here,  as  though  we 
went  a haying,  and  have  fome  mangy  Prentice,  that  cannot  llecp 
for  fcratching,  over-hear  us ; Come,  will  you  go  Sirs?  When  your 
Love  fury  is  a little  froZ'n,  you’ll  come  to  us. 

Ric.  Will  you  drink  but  one  Quait  then? 

Ted.  No  more  Pfaith.  Stl.  Content. 

Ric.  Why  then,  have  with  you,  but  let’s  be  very  watchful. 

Vher,  As  watchful  as  the  Bellman  j come,  I’ll  le:4d,  becaufe 
1 hate  good  Manners,  they  are  too  tedious.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Viola  with  a Key^  and  a little  Casket. 

Vio,  The  Night  is  terrible,  and  I enclos’d 
With  that  my  Virtue  and  my  felf  hate  moft,  ' 

Darknefs;  yet  nuJtt  I fear  that  which  I wilh, 

Some  Company,  and  every  ftep  I take 
Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  E^rs  to  Night, 

Than  ever  did  the  Oi rill  and  facred  Bell 
That  rang  me  to  my  Prayers  j the  Houfe  will  rife 
W hen  1 unlock  the  Door,  were  it  by  Day 
1 am  bold  enough,  but  then  a thoufand'Eyes 
Warn  me  from  going*,  might  not  Heav’n  have  made 
A time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  fleep , 

Whilft  Lovers  met,  and  yet  the  Sun  have  fhone? 

Yeti  was  bold  enough  to  deal  this  Key 
Out  of  my  Father’s  Chamber,  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  Enemy,  the  Night, 

Arm’d  only  with  my  Love,  to  meet  my  Friend. 

Alas,  how  valiant,  and  how  fraid  at  once 
Love  makes  a Virgin?  1 will  throw  this  Key 
Back  through  a Window,  I have  Wealth  enough 
In  Jewels  with  me,  if  I hold  his  Love 
I deal  ’em  foi  j farewel  my  place  of  Birth, 

I never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  *,  . . 

And  if  there  be^  as  I have  heard  Men  lay, 

Thefe  Houdiold  Gods,  I do  befeech  them  look 
To  this  my  charge,  blefs  it  from  Thieves  and  Fire, 

And  keep,  till  happily  my  Love  I win. 

Me  from  thy  Door,  and  hold  my  Father  in*  [Exit. 

Ricardc,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Silvio,  and  a Drawer  with  a (Randle-. 

Rk.  No  more  for  God’s  fake,  how  is  the  Nighr,  Boy.^ 

Draw.  Faith,  Sir,  ’tis  very  late. 

Vber.  Faith,  Sir,  you  lie,  is  this  your  Jack  i’th’  Clock-houfe.^ 
Will  you  drike,  Sir^  Give’s  fome  more  Sack,  you  Varlct. 

Ric.  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  good  Vberto 
I am  mondrous  hoc  with  Wine. 

B t Vhr. 
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Vber.  Quciich  it  again  with  Love : Gentlemen  I will  drink  one 
Health  more,  and  then  if  my  Legs  fay  me  not  fliamefuiiy  nay^  1 
will  go  V ich  you,  give  me  a lingular  Quart. 

Of  what  Wine,  Sir? 

Uber.  Oi  Sack,  you  that  fpeak  confufion  at  the  Bar,  of  Sack,  1 
fay,  and  every  one  his  Quart,  what  a Devil  let’s  be  merry. 

Draw,  You  fh all,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Ped,  We  will,  Sir,  and  a dried  Tongue. 

Sil.  And  an  Olive,  Boy,  and  a whole  bunch  ofFidlers,  my  Head 
fwims  plaguily,  ’uds  prciious  I fhall  be  claw’d. 

Enter  Drawer  with  four  ^arts  of  JVtfie. 

Ric,  Pray  go,  I cm  drink  no  more,  think  on  your  Promife,  ’tis 
Midnight,  Gcntlenaen. 

Vber.  O that  it  were  dumb  Midnight  now,  not  a word  more, 
every  Man  on’s  Knees,  and  betake  himfelf  to  his  Saint,  here’s  to 
your  Wench,  Signior,  all  this,  .and  then  away. 

Ric,  I cannot  drink  it. 

Ted.  *Tis  a Toy,  a Toy,  away  wo’t. 

Vber.  Now  dare  i fpeak  any  thing,  to  any  Body  living,  come, 
where’s  the  fault?  Off  w4rh  it. 

Ric.  J have  broke  my  Wind,  call  you  this  Sack?— 

1 wonder  who  made  it?  He  was  a lure  workman,  for  *ris  plaguy 
ftrong  work.  Is  it  gone  round? 

vber,  *Tis  at  the  laft,  out  of  my  way,  good  Boy,  Is  the 
Moon  up  yet?  Draw.  Yes,  Sir. 

IJher.  Wheteislhe,  Boy?  Draw.  There,  Sir. 

JJber,  We  ibdl  have  Rain  and  Thunder,  Boy. 

Draw.  When,  Sir.^ 

Vber,  1 cannot  tell,  but  fure  we  fliall,  Bov. 

Draw.  The  Gentleman  is  Wine-wife.  Uher.  Drawer? 

Draw.  Here,  Sir.  XJher,  Can  you  procure? 

Draw,  What,  Sir.^ 

Vber,  A Whore,  or  two  or  three,  as  iv-cd  fhall  ferve,  Boy? 

.5/7.  Ay,  a good  Whore  were  worth  Mony,  Boy. 

Draw,  i pioteft  Sir,  we  are  altogether  unprovided. 

Ric.  The  more’s  the  pity,  Boy,  cm  you  not  ’vize  us  where,’  my 
Child  ? 

Ped.  Why  where  were  you  brought  up,  Boy?  No  inckling  of  a 
Whore?  No  aim,  my  Boy? 

vber.  It  cannot  fink  in  my  Head  now,  that  thou  fiiould’ft  marry  j 
why  ihould ’ll:  thou  marry,  tell  me? 

Ric.  I marry  ? I’ll  be  bang’d  firft;  fome  more  Wine  Boy. 

Sil.  Is  fhe  not  a Whore  iranflated?  An  file  be,  let’s  repair  ro  her.' 

Ric.  I cannot  tc!L  fiie  may  be  an  Offender*,  bu:  Signior  Silvio^  i 
fhall  fcratch  your  Head,  indeed  I fiiall. 

Sil  Judge  me,  I do  but  ]eft  with  thee,  what  an  flie  we^e  inver- 
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„d  «Uh  h.rH«l.  up».;d,  lik' •T't”':’ '* 

iJhMf  ! hane  her,  ftiall  we  fall  out  for  her?  ^ * n r 

SrVam  altls  ingty,  but  tbelc  Wenches,  d.d  you  not  talk  of 

lend  me  your  Candle.  Vrar..  Why,  Sir? 
si.  To^fet  fire  to  your  rotten  Ceiling,  you  11  keep  no  Whores, 
Rogues,  no  good  Mcm^beis. 

Sr  Ay^^WhSs  »r,  do  you  think  we  come  to  lie  with  your 
beat  the  Watch,  1 have  bng’d  for’t  any  time  this 

'Jv^S'beatdown  the  Town  too,  a'ndthou  wilt,  we  arc  proof 

BoVt'f^H  we  kill  any  Body? 

**  R e No,  but  weT  hurt  ’em  dangeroufly. 

Vhir  Sil  Now  muft  1 kill  one,  I cannot  av^o.d  tt,  Boy,  eafily 
I r/ rherc  with  your  Candle:  where’s  your  Miftrefs  ? 

ira/sir. 

Dra^.  better  brought  up  than  to  lie  with  her 

, You  he  Boy,  Ihc  s Dcu  g ^ 

Husband,  has  he  not  call  his  Meaa  y rExemit. 

' °You  are  a merry  Gentleman,  there  Sir,  take  hold. 

• Enter  VloU* 

Viol.  This  is  the  place,  ’ the  Clock 

For  hade,  he  is  not  here.  Rtcardo . N . 

Now  eve  y Power  that  loves  and  is  belov  d, 

KeeT  me  from  Ihame  to  Night,  for  all  you  know 
Each  Thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pur.,, 

IrFlefli  and:  Blood  can  hold : cannot  back . , ■ 

That  it  is  eeniler  than  the  curling  Weft, 
iT  i,  «al  blo«  m=  Dead  i b«.  he  «dl  come , 

I'f.ilh’cU  coldi  Wbjt’sth.t! 

''  TSXu-n  oL  long  ..  eh,  Poe,  r..e,  Tm,  ebon  nee 

'•Tjr&.'amh  w’hJr;h.eh  w.  .m..  whooi 

TJhet  within.  There  Boys.  a.  a r 

5?,/.'Darknefsbeihoumy  cover,  I muft  fly, 

Demnee  M . M. 

l^ioL  They  have  a Light, 

WW;ifehoieloveIl.V.egm,  blow  .tone. 
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And  I will  fsem  fbut  a Window  more 
To  keep  thee  from  me.  ’ , 

Draw.  What  lay  you,  Sir.<*  ^ 

K/c.  Why  Boy?  Art  thou  drunk,  Bov^ 

Draw.  What  would  ycii,  Sir#" 

Kk.  Why  very  good,  where  are  we.? 

Ul>er.  Ay,  that’s  the  Point. 

Why  Sir,  you  will  be  at  your  [..odgiiiB  prefent/v 
Rrc.  1 II  go  to  no  Lodgine,  Boy.  ^ ^ pri-iently. 

Whither  will  you'gb  then,  Sif.» 

Ric.  1 1!  go  no  farther.  • 

For  God’s  fake,  Sir,  do  not  flay  here  all  Nipht 
^ „„„  , „|„  Boy,  J ^ 

Uhr.  And  me.  Fed.  There  fpoke  an 

SH.  Then  let  your  Foot  to  my  Foot,  and  uo  Taik  all 
Fkol.  That-iS’Rfc.2rr?9,  what  a Noife  they  make? 

’Tis  ill  done  on  ’em here.  Sirs,  Ricardo  ? 

Ric.  What’s  that  Boy  ? 

Draw.'Th  a Wench,  Sir,  pray  Gentlemen  come 
^tol.  O my  dear  Love!  How  doll:  thou? 

Rk.  Faith  fweet  Heart,  even  as  thou  fee’d 
Fed.  Where's  thy  Wench  ? 

Uher.  Where’s  this  Bed-worm  ? . 

Fiol  Speak  foftly  for  the  love  of  Heav’n  ' 

Draw.  Miftrefs,  get  you  gone,  and  do  not  entice  the  GenilemPn 

Mo^gh'  •■‘1  li  yo.; 

m Alas,  \Vhatareyou?  or,  w‘hat  do  you  mean.? 

Sweet  Love,  where’s  the  Placed 

f^toL  Good  God!  what  mean  you? 

XT  “ my  V y°“  get  her 

to  MorVow.  ' yours 

Fed.  Let  go  the  Wench.  Sil.  Let  you  go  the  Wenrh 

O Gentlemen,  as  yuu  bad  Mothers'"’  '■ 

They  ha^d  no  Mothers}  they  are  the  Sons  of  Bitches 
Rtc.  Let  that  be  maintain’d.  Sil.  Marry  then 
T»W.  Oh  bjefs  me  Heav’n!  any  ti.en. 

'Ober.  How  many  is  there-  on’s  ? Rk.  About  five 
Why  then  let’s  fight  three  to  three. 

Draw.  The  Watch?  the  AVntch?  the  WatS  Wh^c^/it"? 

[Exit. 

Ric. 
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Etc,  Where  are  thefe  Cowards.^ 

PeJ,  There’s  the  Whore. 

I never  faw  a druuken  Man  before, 

But  thefe  I think  are  fo.  SiL  Oh/ 

Fed.  I mift  you  n^irrowly  there. 

VioU  My  Hate  is  fuch,  1 know  not  how  to  think 
A Prayer  fit  for  me,  onlj  I could  move, 

That  never  Maiden  more  might  be  in  Love. 

Enter  Drawer^  Conflable  and  Watch, 

Watch,  Where  are  they.  Boy? 

Dravp.  Make  no  fuch  haftc,  Sir,  they  are  no  Runners. 

Vber.  1 am  hurt,  but  that’s  all  one,  I ihall  light  upon  fome  of  ye. 
Pedro,  thou  arc  a tall  Gentleman,  let  me  kifs  thee. 

Watch.  My  Friend.  Vbet,  Your  Friend?  you  lie. 

Ric.  Stand  further  off,  the  Watch,  you  are  full  of  Fleas. 

Covfi.  Gentlemen,  either  be. quiet,  or  vve  itnuft  make  you  quiet. 

. Ric.  Nay,  good  Mr  Conflable,  be  not  fo  rigorous. 
vber.  Mr.  Conflable,  lend  me  thy  Hand  of  Juflice. 

Conft.  That  I will,  Sir. 

vber.  Fy  Mr.  Conflable,  What  Golls  you  have?  is  Juft icc  fo  blind 
Y’  cannot  fee  to  wafh  your  Hands?  I cry  you  Mercy,  Sir} 

Your  Gloves  are  on. 

Draw.  Now  you  are  up.  Sir,  Will  you  go  to  Bed? 

Fed.  Til  truckle  here,  Boy,  give  me  another  Pillow. 

Draw,  Will  youftand  up,  and  let  me  lay  it  on  then.^ 

Fed.  Yes. 

Draw.  There  hold  him  two  of  ye,  now  they  arc  up,  be  going 
Mr.  Conflable, 

Ric,  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  Tom. 

Tiber.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  lorn. 

SiL  This  is  the  right  way,  the  other’s  the  wrong. 

Ped,  Th’  other’s  the  wrong. 

AU.  Thou  arc  ove  -long  at  the  Pot,  Tow,  Tom. 

Ric,  Lead  valiantly,  fweet  Conflable>  whoop/  ha  Boys. 

Confl.  This  Wine  hunts  in  their  Heads. 

Ric.  ’Give  me  the  Bill,  for  Til  be  the  Sergeant, 

Gon/t.  Look  to  him,  Sirs«  ^ 

Ric,  Keep  your  Ranks,  you  Rafcals,  keep  your  Ranks;  - 

, [Exettfjt: 
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ACT  11.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  T Cnnnot  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  Afs’s  Wife, 

A ril  be  gone  prefently,  there's  no  (laying  here,  with  this 
Devil  about  me?  ho,  this  is  the  Houfe  of  Sleep,  ho?  again  there,  - 
’ifoor,  the  darkKefs,  and  this  love  together,  wiU  make  me  Liina- 
ticki  ho? 

Enter  a Servingwan  above  mready. 

Ser,  Who  calls  there? 

Ji4er.  Pray  take  the  Pains  to  rife  alnd  light  a Candle. 

Ser.  Prefently. 

Mer,  Was  ever  a Man  but  I in  fuch  a Stocks?  well,  this  flial'l 
be  a warning  to  me,  and  a fair  one  too,  how  I betray  my  felt  to 
fuch  a Dance,  by  way  of  Benefit. 

Enter  Servingman. 

Ser,  Did  you  call? 

Mer,  Y^s,  pray  do  me  the  kindnefs,  Sir,  to  let  me  out,  and  not 
enquire  why,  for  I muft  needs  be  gone. 

Ser,  Not  to  Night,  I hope.  Sir.  ^ 

Mer,  Good  Sir,  to  Night,  I would  not  have  troubled  you  elfe, 
pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Ser,  Alas,  Sir,  my  Matter  will  be  offended. 

Mer,  That  I have  Bulinefs?  no  I warrant  ye. 

Ser.  Good  Sir,  take  your  Rett. 

Mer,  Pray  my  good  Friend  let  me  appoint -my  own  Rerh 
Ser,  Yes,  Sir. 

Mer,  Then  (hew  me  the  way  our,  Pll  confider  you. 

Ser,  Good,  Lord,  Sir. 

Mer,  If  I had  not  an  excellent  temper’d  Patience,  now  lEould  I 
break  this  Fellow’s  Head,  and  make  him  under ftand  ’twere  necef- 
fary  j the  only  Plague  of  this  Houfe  is  the  unhandfome  love  of  Ser- 
vants, that  ne’er  do  their  Duty  in  the  right  Place,  but  when  they 
mutter  before  Dinner,  arfJ  fweep  the  Table  with  a wooden  Dag- 
ger, and  then  they  are  troublefome  too,  to  all  Men’s  Shoulders; 
the  Woodcock’s  flefhc  again,  now  [ (hall  have  a new  ftir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

j4nt.  Who  how  now  Friend?  What  do  you'upfo  late?  Are  you 
well?  Do  you  want  any  thing?  pray  fpeak. 

Mer,  Only  the  caufe  I rife  for. 

u^nt.  What  Knaves  are  thefc?  What  do  you  want  ? why  Sirrah  ^ 
Mer,  Nothing  i’th’  World,  but  the  Keys  to  he  me  out  of  Doors? 
I muft  be  gone,  be  not  againtt  it,  for  you  cannot  ttay  me. 

Ant 
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"Ant.  Be  go^ at  this  time^  that  were  a merry  Jefl:. 

Met.  If  there  be  any  Mirth  in’t»  m^ike  yoo  ufc  on%  hot  I mail 
go.  Ani.  Why,  for  loves  fake? 

’Twill  benefit  your  Underftanding  notbirg  to  know  the 
caofe,  piay  go  to  Bed,  Til  trouble  your  Mao  only. 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  yon  have  rais’d  more,  that  has  re^on  to  carfc 
you,  aod  you  knew  all,  tny  W ife’s  up,  and  coining  down  too- 

Mer.  Al^s,  ic  will  be  a Trouble,  pray  go  up  to  h er  and  let  me 
diftuib  no  more,  ’ri-  unmannerly. 

Enter  Maria,  as  out  of  her  Bed, 

Ant,  She’s  here  aiieady ; Sweet  Heart,  how  fay  you  by  this  Gen- 
tleman.? he  would  away  at  Midnight. 

Mar  That  I am  fare  be  will  not,  Mer,  Indeed  I mud. 

Mar,  Good  Sir,  let  not  your  homely  Entertainment  prefs  you  to 
leave  your  Bed  at  midnight}  if  you  want,  what  my  Houfeorour  Town 
may  afford  you,  make  it  your  own  fault  if  you  cal!  not  tor  it  5 pray 
go  to  Bed  again}  let  me  compel  you.  I am  iUre  yoo  have  no  Pow- 
er to  deny  a Woman}  the  All  is  piercing,  and  to  a Body  beaten 
with  long  travel,  ’twill  prove  an  ill  Phydeian.  *' 

Mer,.  Iffhe  fpeak  longer  I iball  be  a Knave,  as  rank  as  ever  Bveac 
for*t.  Sir,  if  you  will  fend  your  Wife  up  prefently,  I v\ill  cither 
day  with  you,  d’ye  mark  me,  or  deliver  you  fo  juft  a cauic,  ihac 
you  your  fell  lhall  thruft  me  out  of  Doors,  both  iuddenly  and  wil- 
lingly. 

Ant,  I would  fain  hear  that  ’feith } pray  thee  go  up  Sweet-Heart, 

I have  half  perfwaded  him}  befides,  he  hath  fome  private  Bufinels 
with  me. 

'Mar,  Good  Night,  Sir,  and  what  Content  you  would  have,  I 
wilh  with  you.  [Ex/t, 

Mer.  Could  any  Man  that  had  a Back  ask  more ! O me ! O me! 

Ant,  Now  deal  diredly  with  me.-  Why  fliould  you  go? 

- Mer,  If  you  be  wife  do  not  enquire  the  Caufe,  ’twill  trouble  you.' 

Ant,  Whyf  pretheewhy? 

Mer,  ’Faith  I would  not  have  you  know  it,  let  me  go,  ’twill  be 
far  better  for  you.  ' 

Ant,  Who’s  that,  that  knocks  there?  is’t  not  at  the  Street  Door? 

Ser,  Yes,  Sir*  A?u.  Who’s  there,  cannot  you  fpeak? 

VtoL  within,  A poor  diftreffed  Maid,  for  God’s  fake  let  me  in. 

Mer,  Let  her  in  and  me  out  together,  ’tis  but  one  labour,  ’tis 
Pity  (he  fhould  ftand  i’ch*  Street,  ic  feems  flic  knows  you. 

Ant,  There  flie  fliall  ftand  for  me*,  you  are  Ignorant,  this  is  a 
common  Cuftom  of  the  Rogues  that  lie  about  the  loofe  Parts  of 
the  City.  Mer,  As  how? 

Ant,  To  knock  at  Doors  in  dead  time  of  Night,  and  ufe  fome 
feigned  Voice  to  raife  Compaflion,  and  when  the  Doors  are  open, 
in  they  rufli,  and  cut^the  Throats  of  all,  and  take  the  Booty  \ we 
cannot  be  too  careful.  C P^ioL 
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ytoh  ivttbin.  As^  ever  you  had  Pity  let  me  in,  I am  undone  elfe' 

Afit.  Who  are  you? 

Viol  My  name  is  P^iola^  a Gentlewoman  that  iil  Ghancc  hath 
ftrefled,  you  know  my  Father. 

Mer.  Alas  of  God  we’ll  let  her  in,  ’tis  one  of  the  Gentlewomen 
were  here  i’th’  Evening,  I know  her  by  her  Name,  poor  Soul,  Ihc’s 
cold  I warrant  her,  let  her  have  my  warm  Bed,  and  I’ll  take  her 
Ferrune;  come,  pray  come.  ^ 

Ant.  it  is  not  P^tola,  that’s  certain,  (he  went  home  to  her  Fa- 
ther’s,  I am  furc. 

Fiol.  Will  not  you  be  fo  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant.  ril  be  fo  good  to  hare  you  whipc  away,  if  you  flay  a little 
longer:  She’s  gone  i warrant  her,  now  let  me  know ycur  caufe 
for  I will  hear  it,  and  not  repent  the  knowing.  ’ 

A/er.  Since  you  are  fo  Importunate,  Til  tell  you,  1 love  your 
.Wife  extreamly. 

Ant.  Very  well.  * 

Aler.  And  fo  well  that  I dare  not  flay.'  Ant.  Why? 

Met.  For  wronging  you.  I know  I am  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  you 
have  done  me  Fnendfhips  infinite  and  often,  that  muft  require  me 
Honeft  and  a true  Man,  and  I will  be  fo,  or  Dl  break  my  Heart. 

Afjt.  Why,  you  may  flay  for  all  this,  raethinks. 

Mer.  No,  though  I wou’d  be  good,  I am  no  Saint,  nor  is  it  fafe 
to  try  me,  I deal  plainly.- 

Ant.  Come,  I dare  try  you,  do  the  beft  you  can. 

Mer.  You  (hall  nof,  when  I am  right  again,  I’ll  come  and  fee 
you,  ’till  when,  I’ll  ufc  all  Countries,  and  all  Means,  but  I will  lofe 
this  Folly,  ’tis  a Devil. 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  flay  you? 

Mer.  No,  unlcfs  you  will  have  me  fuch  a Villain  to  you  as  all 
Men  (hall  fpit  at  me.  / » • i 

Ant.  Do’s  ihe  know  you  love  her  ? 

Mer.  No,  I hope  nor,  that  were  Recompence  fit  for  a Rogue  to 
render  her. 

Ant.  If  ever  any  had  a faithful  Friend,  I am  that  Man  and  I may  ^ 
glory  in’c,  this  is  he,  that  />y^,  he  that  pafTes  all  Chriftendom  for 
Goodnefs,  he  fhall  not  overgo  me  in  his  Friendfhip,  ’twere  recre-* 
ant  and  bafe,  and  Pll  be  hang’d  firfl,  I am  refolv’d,  go  thy  ways, 
a Wile  will  never  part  us,  1 have  confider’d,  and  I find  her  nothing 
to  fuch  a Friend  as  thou  artj  Fjl  fpeak  a bold  Avord,  take  your 
time  and  woe  her,  you  have  overcome  me  clearly,  and  do  what’s 
fitting  with  her,  you  conceive  me,  I am  glad  at  Heart  you  love  her  • 
y by  this  light,  ne’er  flare  upon  me,  for  1.  will  not  fly  from  it,  if  you  * 
had  fpoken  fooner,  fure  you  had  been  ferv’dj  Sir,  you  are  not  eve«^ 
ry,Man,  now  to  your  Task,  I give  you  free  leave,  and  the  Sin  is 
^rnine  if  iheie-be  any  in  it, 

Mer; 
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Mer.  He  will  be  bang’d  before  he  makes  this  good,  he  cannot 
be  fo  innocent  a Coxcomb,  he  can  tdl  ten  fare.  If  1 had  never 
known  you  as  I have  done,  I might  be  one,  as  others  perhaps  foo- 
ner,  but  now  ’cis  impoffiblc,  there’s  too  much  Good  between  us. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  art  e’en  the  beft  Man— 1 can  fay  no  more, 
I am  fo  over-joy’d,  you  muft  flay  this  Night,  and  in  the  Morning 
go  as  early  aJ  you  plcafe,  I have  a Toy  for  you. 

Aier,  I thought  this  Pill  would  make  you  fick. 

Ant.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I mull  have  notice. 

And  it  mull  be  hard  by  too,  do  you  mark  me? 

Mer.  Why,  W hat’s  the  Matter? 

Ant.  There  is  a thing  in  hand.  M^r,  Why?  what  thing? 

Ant,  A found  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  not  peevilh.  Wt 

two  will  be  ■ — you  would  little  think  itj  as  famous  for  our 

Fricndfhip— — — 

Mer.  How  ? 

Ant.  If  Heav’n  pleafe,  as  ever  Damon  was,  and  ?ytheas\  or 
lades^  and  Oreftes^  or  any  ^ two  that  ever  were^  do  you  conceive 
me  yet? 

Mer.  No,  by  my  troth,  Sir.  He  will  not  help  me  up  furc. 

Ant.  You  (hall  anon  5 and  for  our  Names,  I think  they  fhall  live 
after  us,  and  beremember’d  while  there  is  a ftory^  or  l’il  lofemy  aim. 

Mer,  What  a Vengeance  ails  he?  How  do  you.^ 

Anu  Yes  Faith,  wc  two  will  be  fuch  Friends,  as  the  World  (hall 
ring  of. 

Mer,  And  why  is  all  this? 

Ant.  You  (liall  enjoy  my  Wife.  Mer.  Away,  away.^ 

Ant.  The  Wonder  muft  begin,  fo  I have  caft  it,  ’twill  be  feurvy 
elfe,  you  (hall  not  ftir  a Foot  in’ c,  pray  be  quiet  ’till  I have  made 
it  perfeft. 

Mer,  What  (hall  a Man  do  with  this  wretched  Fellow  I there  is 
no  Mercy  to  be  ufed  towards  him,  he  is  not  capable  of  any  Pity, 
he  will  in  fpight  of  courfebe  a Cuckold,  and  who  can  help  it?  Muft 
ic  begin  fo  needs.  Sir?—  Think  again. 

Ant,  Yes  marry  muft  it,  and  1 my  felf  will  woe  this  Woman  for 
you 5 do  yon  perceive  it  now?  ha? 

Mer.  Yes,  now  1 have  a little  fight  i’th’  mattery  O that  thy  Head 
fhould  be  fomonftrous,  that  all  thy  Servants  Hats  may  hang  upon’t'! 
But  do  you  mean  to  do  this? 

Ant,  Yes  certain,  1 will  woe  her,  and  for  you,  drive  not  againft 
it,  ’tis  the  Overthrow  of  the  bed  Plot  that  ever  was  then. 

Met,  Nay,  I’ll  affurc  you,  Sir,  I’ll  do  no  harm,  you  have  too 
much  about  you  of  your  own. 

Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a Place  yet?  Mer,  A Place? 

Ant,  Ay  a Place  where  you  will  bide,  prethee  no  more  of  this 
Modefty  Visfoolifti,  and  wc  were  not  dctermin’d  to  beabfolute  Friends 
'indeed,  'twere  tolerable.  G z Met. 


to  ^ cox  CO  MB: 

I hxwe  ^ ym  fli-dl  lacar  from  mcl 

Jhat,  Why,  tiais  will  ^smmt  Ghry^  1 bare  itbebet*' 

Ui  of  bim,  thiit*s  Tny  Ck^m-fb^  igood  INigbt-  ^ {Eanr^ 

Mer^  Good  Night  5 well  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  the  tydicft  Wit- 
tal  this  Day  1 think  above  Ground^  and  yet  thy  tr.d  for  ail  this  muft 
be  niotly.  , ^Exit, 

Enter  a Tinker  with  a Cord,  and  Dorothy* 

" Ttnk.  ’Tis  bitter  cold  5 a Plague  upon  thefe  Rogues,  how  wary 
they  are  grown  ? not  a Door  open  now,  but  double  barr’d ; not  a 
Window,  but  up  with  a Cafe  of  Wood  like  a Spice  box,  and  their 
Locks  unpickable;  the  very  Smiths  that  were  half  Ventures,  drink 
penitent,  (ingle  Ale,  this  is  the  Iron  Age,  the  Ballad  fings  of}  well, 
I'lhall  meet  with  fome  of  your  loofe  Linnen  yet,  good  Fellows  ntufl 
nocllarve*,  here’s  he  (hall  (hew  God»a-mighty’s  Dog-bolts,  if  this 
hold. 

Dor.  Faith  fhou  art  but  too  merciful,  that’s  thy  fault,  thou  art 
as  Ivvcet  a Thief,  that  Sin  excepted,  as  ever  fufFer’d,  that’s  a proud 
■Word,  and  I’ll  maintain  it. 

Tin.  Come,  prethee  le’s  (hog  off,  and  browze  an  hour  or  two} 
there’s  Ale  will  make  a Cat  fpeak^,  at  the  Harrow  i we  (hall  get  no« 
thing  now,  without  we  batter^  ’tis  grown,  too  near  Morning,  the 
Rogues  (leep  fober,  and  are  watchful. 

Dor,  We  want  a Boy  cxtreamly  for  this  Fundlion,  kept  under 
for  a Year,  with  Milk,  and  Knot-grafs>  in  my  time  1 have  feen  a 
Boy  do  wonders  ^ Robin  ihe  red  Tinker  had  a Boy,  reft  his  Soul,  he  fiif- 
fer’d  this  time  four  Years,  for  two  Spoons,  and  a Pewter  Candle- 
ftick,  that  fweet  Man  had  a Boy,  as  I am  Curftend  Whore,  would 
have  run  through  a Cat-hole,  he  would  have  bouked  fuch  a piece 
of  Linnen  in  an  Evening 

Tin,  Well,  we  will  have  a Boy,  prethee  let’s  go,  lam  vengeance 
cold  I tell  thee. 

Dor.  I’ll  be  bang’d  before  I ftir  without  fome  purchafe,  by  thefe 
ten  Bones,  I’ll  turn  She-ape,  and  untile  a Houfe,  but  Til  have  it, 
it  may  be  I have  a humour  to  be  bang’d,  I cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola* 

Tin.  Peace,  you  (lead  Whore,  thou  haft  a Mouth  like  a Blood-^ 
hound,  here  comes  a Night-(hade. 

Dor.  A Gentlewoman  Whore,,  by. this  Darknefs  I’ll  cafe  her  to  ^ 
the  Skin.  Tin*  Peace,  1 fay. 

TtoL  What  Fear  have  I endur’d  this  difmal  Night? 

'And  what  Difgrace,  if  I were  feen  and  known? 
la  which  this  Darknefs  only  is  my  Friend, 

That  only  has  undone  me  \ a thoufand  Curfes^ 

Light  on  my  eaiie,  fcolilh,  childi(h  Love^ 

That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a Confidence, 
lippn  a^Manj/o  many  being  falfe-, . 
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orTliXod 

Gounfcl?  She  has  a Gown,  I am  fore. 

n?.  Knock  out  her  Brains,  then  (he’ll  ne’er  bite. 

^ Jhi  Ych  I will  knock  her,  but  not  yet;  You.  Woman. 

rfm  One  ^“t^e'GiooM*  oryorr“vV  come,  uncafe,  un- 

cafe,'by’r  Lady  a good  Kerfey. 

vi  lS  h^rno  Phy,"“for  if  you  do,  here’s  that  (hall  cut  year 

'^S'Xlas,  what  would  you  have?  I am  as  miferable  as  you  can 
make  me  any  way.  ^ 

Vhi  H«e  ^^ke^my'Lwn,  if  that  will  do  you  Pleajire- 
• S’  Yes  marry  wiU  it,  look  in  the  Pockets  Doll,  there  may  be 

n!',  Thev  are  flown,  Pox  go  with  them.  Ill  have  this  Hat,  and 
thifRuffU,  I like  it,  now  will  I flourifh  like  a Lady  brave,  i faith 

You’re  fo  gentle  People  to  my  feeming, 

‘'^*K  &,  HorV?-flllh,  Peace,  I’H  caa  off  my  Amazon,  (he  has 
walk’d  too  long,  and  is  indeed  Notoiious,(he  11  fight  andfcold,  and 

y'^u  yoSgeontagious  Whore,  mufl  you  be  ti- 

’’"C  to  binX' quickly,  .nd  emu  kway,  o,  by  .bis  St«l 
ril^^hee  though  luufs  for  Company,  now  could  I eat  her 
b oil’Hr  any  waf,  without  Vinegar.  "l  muft  have  her  Nofe. 

Fiol.  By  any  thing  you  love  be(t,  good  Sir,  good  W oman. 

' S ,nKru»t%XS4iy  W nofe  .tel  p,"  "- 

Jhe;  ToZit  S hy  Whelps  if  thlu  haff  any,  Ihe^s  thy  dear 
^ad  wLe'  Putup  your  Cut-purfci  an  I take  my  Switch  up. 
?wil  Sa  Sack  dmc  with  you  elfe.  (heath  your  Bung  Whore. 

^ Will  you  bind  her?  We  (hall  (land  here.prat.ng,  and^be 

hang’ll  both. 
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Tin.  Come,  I muft  bind  you,  not  a word,  no  crvine' 

Tiol.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I will  not  ci  v ^ 

Iw.  Hurt  htT  not  for  if  thou  doll,  bv  Ale  r uu  • 

■by  old  b,ld  „K|, . pte  f b„6,  Bitcb’iJJS™,"' 
»'■  O to  I .er.rrr"b  Jfc  “""'’I'- 

Through  all  my  childilh  Hours  and  Aftions,  ^ 

More  bin,  than  poor  Imagination> 

And  too  much  loving  of  a faithlefs  Man? 

For  which  I’m  paid,  and  fo,  that  not  the  Day 
That  now  is  nfing  to  proteft  the  harralefs.  ^ 

And  give  the  innocent  a Sanduary 
From  Thieves  and  Spoilers,  can  deliver  me 
•rrom  Shatne)  at  Icafl  Sufpicion— — — — 

Q-  L t j y Valerio. 

birrab,  lead  down  the  Horfes  eafilv.  I’ll  walk  f*ii  t i. 

""  -'y.  -b  i'r 

fee  tne  Blulh,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 

C , ?■  Heart  that  did  this, 

r^iol.  Gentle  Sir,  i 

If  you  have  that  which  honeft  Men  call  Pity, 

And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  fliew; 

Vobto.?"' 

Tal.  Wher?4?rrth^  Warcfth?ihS  Good”  b”°r 
were  like  careful  Membersof  the  City,^draw^n?„5°f" 

*J'-  e™»>b&  comriJ?  S ¥on 

i^cilows  would  be  more  feverelv  mmiiVsM  •i-oiu.  ineie 

that  every  Statute  Xps,  for  i/th^rhS  evm^^^^ 
more,  three  Pots  would ’put  them  out  ^ 

vh:  WheTthey  mke  ^Sief°  I’?Ua£  O/?  ° Succour. 

fons  Opium  in  their  Ale,  and  then  ti^y^  fleep”like 

for  their  Bills,  they  only  ferve  to  reach  down^Ro  ^ like  Tops:  as 

ers  onj  now  let  me^  know  wLm  I haS 

thx  1 may  thank  my  early  rifing  for  it  ? Courtefic  to, 

f^iol  Sir,  all  I am,  you  fee. 

'-bat  Eogu!. 
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Fiol.  Sir,  you  fee  all  I dare  reveal, 

And  as  you  arc  a Gentleman  prcfs  me  no  further  ^ 

For  there  begins  a Grief,  whofc  bitterncfs 
Will  break  a (Ironger  Heart  than  I have  in  me. 

And  ’twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing, 

For  your  own  Goodnefs  fake  defire  it  nor. 

f^aL  If  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  that,  how  do  you  live 
then?  ^ 

yioL  How  I have  Hv’d,  is  ftill  one  Queftion, 

Which  muft  not  be  refolv’d — 

How  1 defire  to  live,  is  in  your  liking. 

So  worthy  an  Opinion  I have  of  you. 

F’aU  .Is  in  my  liking?  How  I pray  thec.^  Tell  me,  i’faith  I’ll  do 
you  any  good  lies  in  my  Powers  file  has  an  Eye  would  raife  a Bed- 
ridManj  come,  leave  your  Fear,  and  tell  me,  that’s  a good  Wench. 
ytol.  Sir,  I would  ferve 

Fal.  Who  would’ll  thou  ferve?  Do  not  weep  and  tell  me. 

Fiol.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  Woman,  and  fuch  a Wife,  if 
you  be  married,  I do  imagine  yours, 

Val  Alas!  thou  art  young  and  tender,  let  me  fee  thy  Hand,  this-^ 
was  ne’er  made  to  wafii,  or  wind  up  Water,  beat  Cloaths,  er  rub 
a Floor}  by  this  Light,  for  one  ufe  that  (hall  be  namelefs,  ’tis  the 
beft  wanton  Hand  that  e^er  I lookt  on. 

VioL  Dare  you  accept  me,  Sir,  my  Heart  is  honed, 

Among  your  virtuous  charitable  Deeds, 

This  will  not  be  the  lead. 

raL  Thou  cand  in  a Chamber.^  fn  a Chamber,  Sir? 

VaL  I mean  wait  there  upon  a Gentlewoman. 

How  quick  (lie  is,  I like  that  mainly  too; 

I’ll  have  her,  though  I keep  with  main  drength  like  a befieged' 
Town,  for  I know  I (hall  have  the  Enemy  afore  me  within  a Week, 

\ VioL  Sir,  i can  fow  too,  and  make  pretty  Laces, 

Drefs  a Head  handfomc,  teach  young  Gentiewomen,  ^ 

For  in  alHhefe  1 have  a little  Knowledge. 

VaL  ’Tis  well,  no  doubt  I (hall  encreafe  that  Knowledge.' 

1 like  her  better  dill,  how  (he  provokes  me;  pretty  young  Maid, 
you  (hall  ferve  a good  Gentlewoman,  though  1 lay’r,  that  will  nor 
be  unwilling  you  (hould  pleafe  me,  nor  I forgetful  if  you  do. 

VoL  1 am  the  happier. 

s yal  My  Man  lhall  make  fome  duft  to  cany  you  behind  him 
can  you  ride  well? 

P^ioL  But  I’ll  hold  fad  for  catching  of  a fall. 

Val  Thai’s  the  next  w^ay  to  pull  another  on  you.  Til  work  her 
as  I go,  I know  (he’s  Wax  now,  at  this  time  could  1 beget  a Wor-' 
thy  on  this  Wench, 

VtoL  Sir,  for  this  Gentlenefs,  may  Heav’h  requite  you  tenfold. 
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Val,  *Tis  s good  Wench,  however  others  ofe  thee,  i>e  furc  HI 
be  a loving  IMaflor  to  thee;  come.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Antonio  like  an  Irifli  Footman^  with  a Letter. 

Ant.  I hope  1 am  wild  enough  fcH*  being  known,  I have  writ  % 
Letter  here,  and  in  it  have  abused  my  fclf  mod  bitterly^  yet  all  my 
Fear  is  nor  enough,  for  that  rouft  do  it,  that  mull  lay  it  on,  Til 
win  her  cut  i’th’  Flint,  •twill  be  more  iamousi  now  for  my  Lau- 

guage.  ^ c . 

Enter  oervmgman. 

Ser.  'Now,  Sir,  who  would  you  ipcak  with? 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  Mallres  Man^  I would  fpeak  with  her, 

I have  a Letter. 

Ser.  Cannot  1 deliver  it? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot,  and  fait>  canft  thou  not  Man. 

Ser.  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  call  her  to  you,  pray  (hake  your  Ears  without 
a little.  [Exit  Servingman. 

Ant.  Cran  a Cree  do  it  quickly ; this  Rebel  Tongue  llicko  in  my 
Teeth  worfe  than  a tough  Hen,  fure  it  was  n^cr  known  at  Babel^ 
for  they  fold  no  Apples,  and  this  was.  made  for  certain  at  the  fir  ft 
planting  of  Orchards,  ’tis  fo  crabbed. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Servingman.  j 

Mar.  What’s  he  wou’d  fpeak  with  mc.^ 

Ser.  A kiU-keony  Ring,  there  be  ftands,  Madam.’  -] 

Mar.  What  would  you  have  with  me,  Friend? 

Ant.  He  has  a Letter  for  other  Women,  wilt  thou  read  it? 

Mar.  From  whence? 

Ant.  De  Croffe  Greeft  from  my  Mafter. 

Mar.  Who  is  your  Mafter? 

Ant.  I pray  do  you  lock. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  Fellow? 

Ser.  No  Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irifl}  Footman;  ftand  fur- 
ther Friend,  I do  not  like  your  Rope- runners,  what  Stallion  Rogues 
are  thefe,  to  wear  fuch  Dowfets,  the  very  Cotton  may  commit 
Adultery. 

Mar.  I cannot  find  whofe  Hand  this  fhould  be,  Til  read,  To  the 
heatiteoHs  Wife  of  Don  Antonio:  Sure  this  is  fome  blind  Scribe 
well  now.  What  follows? 

Ant.  Pray  God  it  take,  I hare  given  her  that  will  ftir  her  Con- 
fcience,  how  it  works  witb'her;  Hope,  if  it  be  thy  Will,  let  the 
Fkfti  have  it. 

Man  This  is  the  moft  abhor’d,  intolerable  Knavery,  that  ever 
Slave  entertain’d,  fure  there  is  more  than  tbinc  own  Head  in  this 
Villany,  it  goes  like  practis’d  Mifchief;  difabled  in  his  Body?  O 
good  God,  as  I live  he  lies  fearfully,  andbafely,  ha?  I ihould  know 
that  Jewel,  ’tis  my  Husband,  come  hither  (hat,  are  you  an  Irifi 
Man? 

Anti 
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Ant.  Sweet  Woman  a Crec  I am  an  In/j  Mm. 

Mar.  Now  I know  it  pcrfeaiy ; is  this  your  Trick,  Sir . 

I’ll  trick  you  for  it i how  long  have  you  this  Gentleman? 

Ant.  Pleafe  thee  a little.  Day,  O my  Mac  dermond  put  me  to  my 

hcVpeaks  as  well  as  if  he  had  been  loufie  for 
the  Language  a Year  or  two.  Well,  Sir,  you  had  been  better  have 
kept  your  otn  Shape  as  1 will  ufeyou,  what  have  I done  that  Ihould 
deferve  this  Trial  ? 1 never  made  him  Cuckold,  to  my  Kuowldge. 

Sirrah  come  hither.  . 

Ant,  Now  will  flie  fend  fome  Jewel,  or  fome  Letter, 

1 know  her  Mind  as  well}  I Ihall  be  fameu?. 

Mar.-  Take  this  IrtpJ  Bawd  here. 

^3ttt  How  ? 

Mai  And  kick  him  till  his  Breeches  and  Breech  be  of  one  co- 

lour%  a bright  blue  both.  ^ r 

Ant.  I may  be  well  fwing’d  thus,  for  I dare  not  reveal  my  Wr, 

I hope  Ihc  docs  not  mean  it,  O hone,  O hone,  O St.  Patrick,  O a 

f^ree  O Tweet  Woman.  /« . . 

Mar  No,  turn  him,  and  kick  him  o’ t’other  fide,  that  s well. 
Ant!  O good  waiting  Man,  I bcfeech  thee  good  waiting  Man, 

“ Yol^RogS'  you  Enemy  to  all,  but  little  Breeches,  ^ 

How  dareft  thou  come  to  me  Vi/ith  fuch  a Letter? 

Ant  Prethec  pity  the  poor  hifh  Man.  All  this  makes  for  me,  li 
I win  her  yet,  1 am  ftill  more  glorious. 

Mar  Now  could  1 weep  at  what  1 have  done,  but  1 11  harden 
tnv  Heart  again-,  go  fliut  him  up,  ’till  my  Husband  comes  home; 
vh  thus  much  e’er  ye  go,  Sirrah  thatch’d  Head,  would’ft  not  thou 
be  whipt,  and  think  it  Juftice?  Well  Afiaviu^s.xte\,  1 willbounce 

'^'^'^Ant.  1 pray  you  do,  1 befeech  you  be  not  angry.  ^ , 

Mar  O you  hobby-headed  Rafcal,  I’ll  have  you  Scad,  and  Trof.  , 
feis  made  of  ihy  Skin  to  tumble  in,  go  away  with  him,  let  him  fee 
no  Sun  ’till  my  Husband  come  home.-  Sir,  I Ihall  meet  with  you 
for  your  Knavery,  1 fear  it  not.  • 

Ant  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go?  I do  not  like  this. 

Mar.  Away  with  him.  , , , „ • • i 

Ser.  Come  I’ll  lead  you  in  by  your  Jack-a-lcnt  Hair,  go  quietly, 

or TH  make  your  Crupper  crack.  • 

Mar.  And  do  you  hear  me,  Sirrah?  And  when  you  liave  done, 

make  my  Coach  ready.  _ „ . • ; a 

Ser  Yes  fcrfoolh.  \Kxtt  Setvtngmau  wttb  Antonia. 

Mar.  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough.  I’ll  lo  tins  Gentleman,  1 know 
the  reafon  of  all  this  3ufine*s,  fori  do  fufpe£fit}  if  he  have  this  Plot, 
I’ll  rino  him  fuch  a Peal,  ^ail  make  his  Ears  deaf  for  a Month  at 

Iraft  [^Exit, 

D Enter 
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jp.  . Enter  Ricardo 

ThM'«.il”bi  Swm’  D'°nk‘"eZ°‘'‘  Hcrf, 

"I'd  r “''4"  »Clov *'””s 

The  Iht"  „ 

B.hcr  thy  Mtmoty  out,  or  M.Lfi”; 

But  fure  I never  lov’d  fair  A'/o/a  ’ 

I never  lov’d  my  Father,  nor  my  Mother 
Or  any  thing  but  Drink;  had  I had  Lovp 
Nay,  had  I known  fo  much  Charitv  ’ 

M.  Good  ""‘'Vberto. 

■ I h»0  “y'w”"'™  - SO  dtiuk  ,j,;. , 

PoSif’  '•  ""fo'W  oho..  „o.,d  , w 

Wh.cb  ho  took  for  a Whoto,  that  huuTS.  .So. 

Tlf  t'l  ““  idt'V*?  »ou«  Ut‘ 

Shall  we  go  drink  again,  come  Gentlemen  ' ^ 

Tin  II,  I'iiroats,  fH  praaife  ir 

S;  J«ely.  ' 

And  then,  drink  it  off  ^eTra  ^ Uf ° 

^9  tiien  rake  the  Frujts  o’th*  Earth, 

Dl&ij 


s 


' 7k  C O X C 0 M B.  t, 

Diftii  the  Juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off-. 

Well  catch  the  Rain  before  it  fall  to  Ground, 

And  drink  off  that,  that  never  more  may  grow; 

We’ll  fer  our  Mouths  to  Springs,  and  drink  them  off. 

And  all  this  while  we’ll  never  think  of  thole 
That  love  us  beft,  more  than  we  did  laft  Night. 

.We  will  not  give  unto  the  Poor  a drop 

Of  Till  this  Drink,  but  when  we  fee  them  weep. 

We’ll  run  to  them,  and  drink''their  Tears  off  too: 

Well  never  leave  whilft  there  is  heat  or  moifture, 

In  this  large  Globe,  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry, 

Tin  we  have  made  it  elemental  Earth, 

Merely  by  drinking. 

Fed.  Is’c  flattery  to  tell  you, -you  arc  mad?  ^ 

R/c.  If  it  be  falfc, 

There’s  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a Man; 

He  that  will  have  me  lay  my  Goods  and  Lands, 

My  Life  down  for  him,  need  no  more,  but  fay, 

Ricardo  thou  art  mad,  and  then  all  thefe 
Are  at  his  Service,  then  he  pleafes  me, 

And  makes  me  think  that  1 had  Virtue  in  me,  ‘ 

That  f had  Love  and  Tender nefs  of  Heart, 

That  though  1 have  committed  fuch  a fault,  ’ ^ 

As  never  Creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 

-As  honelt  Men  Ihould  do  for  fuch  a CrimeJ  i 

I h-iave  expreft  fome  Worth,  though  it  be  bte; 

But  I alas  have  none  of  thefe  in  me, 

But  keep  my  Wits  ftill  like  a froren  Man, 

That  had  no  fife  within  him.  " ‘ 

Sfl*  Nay»  good  Ricardo  leave  this  wild  Talk,  and  fend  a Letter 
to  her,  ril  deliver  it. 

Ric.  ’Tis  to  nopurpoft;  perhaps  {he’s  loft  laft  Night, 

Or  (he  got  home  again,  fhe’s  now  fo  ftri€tly 
Look’d  to,  the  Wind  can  fcarce  come  to  her;  or  admit 
She  were  her  felf,  if  (he  would  hear  from  me. 

From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us’d  her  thus, 

She  were  fo  fooHfli,  that  ihe  were  no  more 
To J5e  belov’d. 

Enter  Andrugio,  and  Servant  with  a Night-govm» 

Ser»  Sir,  we  have  found  this  Night-gown  flie  took  with  hcr2 
R/c.  Where?  where?  fpeak  quickly. 

S^r.  Searching  in  the  Suburbs,  we  found  a Tinker  and  his  Whore 
that  had  it  in  a Tap-houfe,  whom  we  apreheaded,  and  they  cog- 
fell  they  ftole  it  from  her.  > - _ 

R/c.  And  murthered  her  ? SiL  What  ail  you 
R/c.  Why  all  this  doth  not  make  me 

P z Sil; 
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SiU  It  doe$,  you  would  not  offer  this  elfej  good  Pedro  look  to 
his  Sword. 

Ser,.  They  dp  deny  the  killing  of  her,  butfwore  they  left  her  tied 
to  a Tree,  in  the  Fields,  next  thofe  Suburbs  that  are  withcuc  our 
Lady’s  Ga’e,  near  Day,  and  by  the  Road,  fothat  fomc  Paflenger  mud 
needs  unty  her  quickly. 

And.  The  will  of  Heav’n  be  done:  Sir,  1 will  only  entreat  you 
this,  that  as  you  were  the  greaceft  Occallon  of  her  lof?,  that  you* 
will  be  pleafed  to  urge  your  Friends,  and  be  your  fclf  earned:  in  the 
Search  of  her  5 if  fhe  be  found,  flie  is  yours,  if  fhc  pleafe;,  1 my 
feif  only  fee  thefe  People  better  examin’d,  and  after  follow  fome 
way  in  fearch,  God  keep  you  Gentlemen.  [Exit* 

SiL  Alas  good  Man  / 

Ric.  What  think  you  now  of  me?  I think  this  Lump 
Is  nothing  but  a piece  of  Flegm  congeal’d 
Without  a Soul,  for  were  there  fo  much  Spirit 
As  would  but  warm  a Flea,  thofe  faults  of  mine  , ; 

Would  make  it  glow,  and  flame  in  this  dull  Heart, 

And  run  like  molten  Gold  through  every  Sin, 

Till  it  could  burfl  thefe  Walls,  and  fly  away. 

Shall  Incrcat  you  all  to  take  your  Horfes, 

And  fearch  this  Innocent?  Ped.  With  all  our  Hearts; 

Rtc.  Do  not  divide  your  felves  till  you  come-there,^ 

Where  they  fay  ihe  was  ty’d.  I’ll  follow  too. 

But  never  to  return  ’till  fhe  be  found. 

Give  my  Sword  goed  PedrOy  Twill  do 
No  harm,  bfJi  ve  me,  with  it,  I am  now 
Far  better  temper’d  j if  1 were  not  fo, 

I have  enow  befides.  God  keep  you  all. 

And  fend  us  good  Succefs.  {Exeunu 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Servants  - 

Mer,  H O is  it?  can  you  tell ? ^ 

W Ser.  By  my  Troth,  Sir,  I know  not,  but^tis  a Gen- 
llcwoman. 

Mer.  A Gentlewoman ! I’ll  lay  my  Life,  yop  Puppy  h’asr  fent 
his  Wife  to  me;  if  he  have,  fling  up  the  Bed* 

Set,  Here  fhe  is,  Sir* 


Ent^et 


Ih  e COXCOMB. 


Enter  Maria  rffhb  a Letter. 

Mar.  I am  glad  1 found  ycu,  Sirj  there  take  your  Letter,  and 
keep  it  till  you  have  another  Friend  to  wrong,  *tis  too  malicious 
falfe  to  make  me  Sin,  you  have  provoked  me  to  be  that  1 love  not, 
a Talker,  and  you  (hall  hear  me. 

Why  fhould  you  dare  to  imagine  me 

So  light  a Hufwife,  that  from  four  Jiours  Knowledge 

You  might  prefumc  to  offer  to  my  Credit 

This  rude  and  ruffian  Tryal?  1 am  fare 

I never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  Tokens, 

That  might  concern  Affurance^  you  are  a Fool.  * 

Mer.  I cannot  blame  you,  now  1 fee  this  Letter, 

Though  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  muft  not, 

Unlefs  you’ll  make  me  guilty  of  a wrong,  ^ , 

My  worft  Affedions  hate Mar,  Did  not  you  fend  it? 

Mer.  No,  upon  my  Faith  > which  is  more,  I under  (land  it  not| 
the  Hand  is  as  far  from  my  Knowledge,  as  the  Malice. 

This  is  ftrange. 

'^Mer.  It  is  fo,  and  had  been  ftranger,  and  indeed  more  hateful. 
Had  1,  that  had  receiv’d  fuch  CourteOes,  and  owe  fo  many  Thanks, 
*done  this  bafe  Office. 

Mar.  Ycur  Name  is  at  it.  - , , ^ r 

Mer.  Yes,  but  not  my  Nature,  and  I (hall  hate  my  Name  worfe 
than  the  manner,  for  this  bafe  broking;  you  are  wife  and  virtuou^ 
remove  this  fault  from  me;  for  on  the  love. I bear  to  Truth  and 
Goodnefe,  this  Letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  Author. 

Mar.  Now  I perceive  my  Husband’s  Knavery,  if  any  Man  can 
but  find  where  he  has  been,  I will  go  with  this  Gentleman  what- 
foever  comes  on’f,  and  as  I mean  to  carry  it,  both  he  and  the  World 

(hall  think  it  fit,  and  thank  me  for  it-  ^ _ 

Mer.  I muft  confefs  I loved  you  at  firft,  however  this  made  me 
leave  your  Houfc  unmannerly,  that  might  provoke  me  to  do  fomc- 
thine  ill,  both  to  your  Honour  and  my  Faith,  and  not  to  write  this 
Letter  which  I hold  fo  truly  wicked,  that  I will  not  think  on  t. 

Mar.  I do  believe  you,  and  fince  I fee  you  are  free,  my  words 
were  not  meant  to  you } but  this  is  not  the  half  of  my  Amtetion, 
Mer.  ’Tis  pity  you  fhould  know  more  Vexation}  may  I enquire  ? 
Mar.  Faith,  Sir,  I fear  I have  loft  nsy  Husband.  ' 

Mer.  Your  Husband?  it  cannot  be:  I pity  her,  howmesvext? 

Enter  Servant. 

Mar.  How  now?  What  news?  nay  fpeak,  for  we  muft  know.  ^ 
Ser.  Faith  I have  found  at  length,  by  chance,  where  he  has  been. 

Mar,  Where?  , , ' t n 

Ser.  In  a blind  Out-houfe  in  the  Suburbs,  pray  God  ali  be  well 

with  him. 
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I «nnot 

'{h^Tdli^^  munhet'd  him}  what 

Mer.  Be  not  fo  grieved,  before  you  know  the  Truth,  you  have 
time  enou;^  to  weep,  this  is  the  fuddcn’ft  Mifchicf;  did  you  not 

^ r where  you  fay  you  found  his  Cbaths^ 

Ser.  \€s^  and  we  fearcht  ir,  and  charg’d  the  Fellow  wirh  hirl^ 
but  he,  like  a Rogue,  flubborn  Rogue,  made  anfwcr  he  knew  nor 

n been  there,  but  where  he  was  now,  he  cou?d 

not  tell;  I tell  you  true,  I fear. him.  * 

A''*'  n>y  Hopes  and  Longings  to  enjoy  him. 

After  this  three  Years,  travel,  cOme  to  this? 

^bc  rankelt  Houfc  in  all  the  City,  the  moft  curled  m 
guy  Bawo'y-houfe.  Hell  fire  it.  ” ^ 

vo.fr  ''  ^ beard  yet}  will  you  go  home?  1*11  bear 

Wp  >“»y'  >l>i>  teing  hS 

Mar.  As  you  are  a Gentleman,  and  as  you  lov’d  your  dead  Friend. 
Zr  "wf  heap  one  Sorrow  on  another.  ^ 

end^oJ.  ® ^ “y 

Soam  I,  O my  dear  Matter!  ^sr.  Peace,  you  great  Fool. 
r c carry  me  tpfome  retir’d  place,  ffr  from  the 

cno^ugb^^^'*  unhappy  Guy,'  whither  you  will  indeed,  fo  it  be  fai 

Mer.  If  I might  counfal  you,  I think  ’twere  better  to  go  home 
tdf?  ' home  afore  you,  who 

Mar.  Ono,  1 know  he’s  dead,  I know  he’s  murder’d}  tell  me 
home,  you  murder  me  to.o. 

Mer.  Well,  finceit  pleafes  you  to  have  it  fo,  1 will  no  more  ner.' 

‘ 'be  Country,  as /our 

Griefdoth  command  me,  I have  a Mother  dwelling  from  this  Place 

'be  Houfe  though  homely, 'yet  able  to  (hew  fome- 
ihmg  like  a welcome}  thither  I’ll  fee  you  fafe  wifh  all  your  Sot- 

r all  the  fpeed  chat  may  be  thought  upon  ; I have  a 

Coach  here  ready,  good  Sir,  quickly.  I’ll  fifyou/my  fiL  Hus* 

'bis  Fellow  be  dead,  I fee  no  band  of  anv 
other  Man,  to  tie  me  from  my  will,  and  1 will  follow  her  with^fuch 

you  wafk  frf’  Love,  or  Wife.  Will 

'b®nk  you,  Sir,  but  one  v/ord  with  my  Man,  and  I am 
teady}  keep  the  Irifi  Fellow  fafe,  as  you  love  your  Life,  for  he  I 

fear 
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fear  has  a deep  Hand  in  this;  then  fearch  again,  and  get  out  war- 
rants for  that  naughty  Man,  that  keeps  the  bid  Houfe,  that  he  may 
aniwer  it,  if  you  find  the  Body,'  give  it  due  Burial';  farewcl.  You 
ihall  heir  from  me,  keep  all  fafe.  [Exeunt^ 

Str-  O my  fwcet  Mailer ! . ^ . 

Antonio  knocking  within, 

*Ani.  within.  Man-a-cree,  the  Devil  take  thecj^  wilt  thou  kill  me 
here?  I prethee  ngw  let  me  go  feek  niy  Mafter,  I fliall  be  very 
cheel  elfc. 

'Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  Do  you  hear  Man-a-cree,  i’ll  tree  your  Coxcomb,  and  you 
keep  not  ftill,  down  you  Rogu?. 

Ant.  Good  fwcet  fad  Serving-Man,  let  me  cue  Ibcfeech  de,  and^ 
by  my  trot  I will  give  dye  Worfiiip  two  Shillings  in  good  argot, 
to  buy  dye  Worfliip  Pippines. 

. Ser.  This  Rogue  thinks  all  the  Worth  of  Man  confifts  in  Pepins; 
by  this  Light  Til  beat  Rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me  Man  ? is  fet;  Til  give  thee  all  .1 
, have  about  me.  . ' 

Ser.  I thank  you,  Sir,  fo  I may  have  picking  Work. 

Ant.  Here  is  five  Shillings  Man. 

Ser.  Here  is  a Cudgel,  a very  good  one. 

Enter  two  Servingmen.  , 

zSer.  How  DOW,  what’s  the  matter  ? Where’s  the  Iri/hmanf^ 

\ Ser.  There,  a wyth  take  him,  he  makes  more  Noife  alone 
there,  than  ten  Lawjcrs  can  do  With  double,  and  a feuivy  Cafe. 
z Ser.  Let  him  out,  f mufl:  talk  with  him. 

Enter  Antonio.  ^ fMan.  ~ 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me  fome  drink,  O;  hone?  I am  very  dry 
z Ser.  You  (hall  have  that  fliall  quench  your.Tfeirfl:,  tny  Friend. 
Ant.  Fate  doft  thou  mean  Man.^ 

z Ser.  Kven  a good  tough  Halter.  Ant.  A Halter?  O hone! 
z Ser.  Sirrah^  you  are  mifehieyous  Rogue,  that’s  ti  e Truth. 

Ant.  No,  fet  i am  not. 

I Serj  Shall  I Jfcnock  out  his  Brains?  1 have  kill’d  Dogs  have  been 
worth  three  of  him  Tor  all  Ufes.  ‘ ' 

z Ser.  Sirrah,  the  Truth  on’t  is,  you  muft  with  me  to  a JufticCi 
O Roger ^ Roger.  i Ser.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  fFilliam} 
zSer.  Heavy  news-  ^o^^r,  heavy  News  ; God  comfort  us. 

I Ser.  Wfiat  is’c  Man? 

Ant.  What’s  the  matter  now/  I am  cv’n  weary  of  this  way, 
would  I were  out  on’r. 

z Ser.  My  Matter  fare  is  murder’d,  Roger^  and  thiscurfed  Rogue^ 

1 fear  has  had  a hand  in’t.  Ant.  No,  tec  not. 

I Sen  Stand  away,  I’ll  kick*c  out  of  him:  come  Sirrah,  mount, 
I’M  make  you  Dance,  you  Rafcal,  kill  my  Mailer.-’  If  thy  Breech 

were 
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were  Cannon  proof,  having  this  good  Caufeon  my  fide,  I would  en- 
counter it  i hold  fair, 

l4nt.  Why  how  now,  Sirs/  you  will  not  murder  me  indeed. 
z s'er,  Blels  uf,  Roger!  Ant.  Nay,  I am  no  Spirir. 
z Ser.  How  do  you,  Sir?,  this  is  my  very  Matter. 

*^Ant,  Why  well  enough  yet,  but  you  have  a heavy  foot  of  your 

own*  Where's  my  ^Vite?  ^ i 

I Ser.  Alas  poor  forrowful  Gentlewoman,  (lie  thinks  you  are 

dead,  and  has  given  o'er  Houfe- keeping.' 

jnt.  Whither  is  (he  gone  then?  r.  . j c-  * 

1 Into  the  Country  with  the  Gentleman,  your  Friend,  hir,  to 
fee  if  fhe  can  wear  her  Sorrows  cut  there*,  fhe  weeps  and  cakes  on 

This  falls  out  pat}  1 (hall  be  everlafting  fora  Name:  Do 
vou  hear?  upon  your  Lives  and  Faiths  to  me,  not  one  word  I am 
living,  but  let  the  fame  Report  pafs  along,  that  I am  murthet  d 
ttilli  I am  made  for  ever.  i 5<rr.  Why,  Sir . 

Ant.  1 have  a Caufc,  Sir,  that’s  enough  for  you;  well,  if  1 be  not 
famous,  I am.  wrong’d  much } for  any  thing  I know  1 will  not  trou- 
ble him  this  Week  at  lealt,  no,  let  them  take  their  way  one  of  a- 

^°fser.  Sir,  Will  you  be  ftill  an  IriJIman>  Ant.  Yes,  awhle. 
Ser.  But  your  Worfhip  will  be  beaten  no  more? 

“.Ant.  No,  I thank  you  William.  . ...  , . . (Stranger. 

1 Ser  In  Truth,  Sir,  i(  it  mutt  be  fo,  1 11  do  it  better  than  a 
Ant.  Go,  you  are  Knaves  both,  but  1 forgive  you .-  I am  alinoft 
mad  with  the  Apprehenfion  of  what  I (hall  be  j not  a word  I ^ charge 
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Enter  Valerio,  and  Viola. 

Val.  Come,  pretty  Soul,  we  now  are  near  our  home, 

And  whilft  our  Horfes  are  walkt  down  the  Hill, 

Let  thou  and  1 walk  here  over  this  Clofe; 

The  Foot-way  is  more  pleafant,  ’tis  a time, 

My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away. 

For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  Love  ; 

Art  not  thou  fo  too?  . rr 

friol.  Nay,  there  are  living  things  empty  or  Love* 

Or  I had  not  been  here}  but  for  my  fell, 

Alas,  1 have  too  much.  . 

f^al.  It  cannot  be,'  that  fo  much  Beauiyj  fo  much  Youth  and 

Grace,  Ihould  have  too  much  of  Love. 

yfol.  Pray  what  is'Love  ? Fori  am  lull  of  that  t do  not  know. 
rai  Why,  Love  fair  Maid  is  an  extream  Dcfire, 

That’s  not  to  be  examin’d,  hut  fulfill’d } 

To  ask  the  reafon  why  thou  art  in  Love, 

Or  what  might  be  the  nobleft  end  in  Love, 
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Would  overthrow  that  kindly  rifing  warmthy 
That  many  times  Aides  gently  o*er  the  Heart, 

*Twould  make  thee  grave  and  ftaid,  thy  Thoughts  would  be 
Like  a thrice  married  Widow,  full  of  ends, 

And  void  of  all  Compaflion,  and  to  fright  thee 
From  fuch  Enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  fre(h,  and  fweer. 

And  but  fixceenj  the  knowing  what  Love  is, 

Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

Ftol.  Would  k would  make  me  nothing ; I have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  World’s  upheld  by  Love, 

But  I believe,  Women  maintain  all  this. 

For  there’s  no  Love  in  Men.  P'aL  Yes,  in  fome  Men. 

Fiol.  1 know  them  not.  . Fal,  Why,  there  is  Love  in  me. 

Fiol,  There’s  Charity  I am  fure  towards  me. 

Fal.  And  Lovej  which  1 will  now  exprefs.  My  pretty  Maid, 

I dare  not  bring  thee  home,  my  Wife  is  foul, 

And  therefore  envious,  fhe  is  very  old, 

And  therefore  jealous  j thou  art  fair  and  young, 

A Subjeft  fit  for  her  unlucky  Vices 
To  work  upon,  flie  never  will  endure  thee. 

FioL  She  may  endure, 

If  Ihe  be  ought  but  Devil,  all  the  Friendfhip 
That  I will  hold  with  you;  can /he  endure 
I fhould  be  thankful  to  you?  May  1 pray 
For  you  and  her?  will  (he  be  brought  to  think 
That  all  the  honeft  Induftry  I have, 

Deferves  brown  Bread  If  this  may  be  endur’d 
She’ll  pick  a quarrel  with  a fleeping  Child, 

E’er  (he  fall  out  with  me. 

VaL  But  truft  me,  fhe  does  hate  all  handfomenefs. 

Fiol.  How  fell  you  in  Love  with  fuch  a Creature? 

Val.  1 never  lov’d  her.  FioU  And  yet  married  her  ? 

FaL  She  was  a rich  one. 

Viol.  And  you  fworc,  I warrant  you,  fhe  was  a fair  one  then  too.’ 

Val.  Or  believe  me,  1 think  I had  not  had  her. 

Flol.  Are  you  Men  all  fuch?  Wou’d  you  wou’d  wall  us  in  a place. 
Where  all  we  Women  that  arc  innocent 
Might  live  together.  Val.  Do  not  weep  at  this, 

Although  I dare  not  for  fome  weighty  Reafon 
Difoleafe  my  Wife,  yet  I forget  not  thee. 

Viol.  What  will  you  do  with  me?  Fal.  Thou  fhalt  be  placd 
At  my  Man’s  Houfe,  and  have  fuch  Food  and  Rayment 
As  can  be  bought  with  Mony:  Thcfe  white  Hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  fhall  pky. 

As  thou  fay’ftrthey  were  wont,  teaching  the  Strings 

E To 


3 4 Jhe  C 0 X C 0 M B. 

To  move  in  order,  or  what  elfc  thou  wilr, ' 

FioL  I thank  you,  Sir,  but  pray  you  cloath  me  .poorty. 

And  let  my  Labour  get  me  means  to  live. 

ral,  But  fair  one,  you,  1 know  do  fo  much  hate 
A foul  Ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I fhould  do  this  for  nothing; 

Viol,  1 will  work  as  much  as  I can,  and  take  as  little. 

That  you  {hall  have  as  ducly  paid  to  you 
As  ever  Servant  did, 

VaL  But  give  me  now  a trial'  on’r,  I may  helieve : 

We  are  alone,  {hew  me  how  thou  wilt  kife 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  I have  {lolen  away 
From  my  too  clamoroms  Wife  that  watches  me. 

To  fpend  a blelTed  hour  or  two  with  thee. 

Viol,  Is  this  the  Love  you  mean.^  You  would  ha vo  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give,  ycu  would  have  (Lull. 

Val  Not  to  diffeuible,  or  to  mince  the  Word, 

’Tis  Lull:  1 wilh  indeed. 

Viol,  And  by  my  Troth  I have  it  .not,  for  He^v’«s  fake  ufe 
me  kindly. 

Though  I be  good,  and  ihewperhi^ps  a Monfter, 

As  this  World  goes.  VaL  I do 

But  fpeak  to  thee,  thy  Aofwers  are  thy  own, 

1 compel  none,  but  if  you  refufe  this  Motion, 

Thou  arc  not  then  for  me^  alas  good  Soul, 

What  profit  can  thy  Work  bring  me? 

VioL  But  I fear,  1 pray  go,  for  L>uif,  they  iay,  will  grerw 
Outragious,  being  deny -d  j I give  you  thanks 
For  all  your  Courtelies,  and  there’s  a Jewel 
That’s  worth  the  taking,  that  I did  preferve 
Safe  from  the  Robbers,  pray  you  leave  roig  here 
Juft  as  you  find  me,  a poor  Innocent, 

And  Heav’n  will  blefe  you  for  it. 

VaL  Pretty  Maid,  1 am  no  Robber,  nor  no  Ravlfber, 

I pray  thee  keep  thy  Jewel,  1 have  done 
No  wrong  to  theej  though  thou  beeft  ►virtuous, 

And  in  extremity,  1 do  not  know 
That  f am  bound  to  keep  thee. 

P'iul.  No  Sir,  for  God’s  fake,  if  you  know  an  honeft  Man  in  all 
thefe  Countries,  give  me  fome  directions  to  fiad  him  our. 

y'al.  More  honeft  than  my  felf,  good  footh  I do  not  know ; I 
would  have  lain  with  thee,  with  thy  confenc,  and  who  would  not 
in  air  thefe  Parts,  is  pa  ft  my  Mcnaory^  1 am  forry  for  thee,  farewel 
gentle  Maid,  God  keep  thee  fa fe,  * [£a'iV. 

VioL  1 thank  you  Sir,  ai^d  you  *, 

^oman,  they  fay,  was  only  made  of  Man, 
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Methinks  ’cis  ftrangc  they  fhould  be  fo  unlike  | 

It  may  be  all  the  beft  was  cut  away 

To  make  the  Woman,  and  the  naught  was  left: 

Behind  with  him.  I’ll  fit  me  down  and  weep, 

All  things  have  caft  me  from  ’em  but  the  Earth  ; 

The  Evening  comes,  and  every  little  Flower 
Droops  nowj  as  well  as  I. 

Enter  wo  Milk-maids  with  Pails. 

Nan,  Good  Madge  let’s  reft  a little,  by  my  Trotli  1 am  weary, 
this  new  Pail  is  a plaguy  heavy  one,  would  Tom  were  hang’d  lor 
chufing  it,  *^118  the  untoward’ft  Fool  in  a Country. 

Madge.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  I thank  you  too,  Nan, 

FioU  What  true  contented  Happinefs  dwells  here, 

Morb  than  in  Cities?  Wan’d  to  God  my  Father 

rfad  liv’d  like  one  of  thefe,  and  bred  me  up 

To  Milk,  and  do  as  they  do;  methinks 

’Tis  a Life  that  I wou’d  chufe,  if  I were  now 

To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a Prir  ce’si  Maids  for  Charity 

Give  a poor  Wench  one  draught  of  Milk, 

That  Weariiicfs  and  Hunger  have  nigh  famifli’d. 

Nan.  If  1 had  but  one  Cow’s  Milk  in  all  the  World,  you  fhouli 
have  fomc  on’e;  there,  drink  more,  the  Cheefe  (hall  pay  for  icj 
alas  poor  Heart,  {he’s  dry. 

Madge,  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts?  FioL  No,  would  I did. 

Nan,  Madge ^ \i  ftic  does  not  look  like  my  Coufin  Sue  o’th’  Moor* 
lane,  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another 

Madge,  Nay,  Sue  has  a hazlc  Eye,  I know5’»£f  well,  and  by  your 
leave,  not  fo  trim  a Body  neither,  this  is  a feat  bodied  thing  I tell 
you. 

Nan,  She  laces  clofe  by  the  Mafs  I warrant  you,  and  fo  docs  Sue 
too. 

plol,  I thank  you  for  your  Gentlenefs,  fair  Maids. 

Nan,  Drink  again,  pray  thee. 

Ftol.  I am  fatisfied,  and  Heav’n  reward  theefor’t;  yet  thus  far 
1 will  compel  you  to  accept  thefe  trifles,  Toys  only  that  exprefs  my 
thanks,  for  greater  worth  I’m  fure  they  have  not  in  them ; indeed 
you  fhall,  1 found  ’em  as  I came. 

Nan,  Madge,  look  you  here,  Madge. 

Madge,  Nay,  1 have  as  fine  a one  as  you,  mine’s  all  Gold,  and 
painted,  and  a precious  Stone  in’c;  I warrant  it  coft  a CrowD> 
Wench. 

Nan,  But  mine  is  the  moft  fumptuous  Qne,  that  e’er  I faw. 

yiol.  One  favour  you  muft  do  me  more,  for  you  are  well  acquain- 
ted  here. 

Nan,  Indeed  wc’ll  do  you. any  kindnefs,  SifterJ 
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yioL  Only  to  fend  me  to  fomc  honed  place,  where  I may  find  a 
Service. 

Nan.  Udsme,  our  Z)oro/i^  went  away  but  lift  Week,  andlknow 
my  Mirtrefs  wants  a Maid,  and  why  may  fhe  not  be  plac’d  there? 
This  is  a likely  Wench,  1 tell  you  truly,  and  a good  Wench  L 
warrant  her. 

Madge,  And  ^tis  a hard  cafe  if  we  that  have  ferv’d  four  Years^ 
apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  Servant,  we  will  prefer  her  j hark  you 
Sifter,  pray  what’s  ycur  Name? 

VioL  Mehta, 

Nan.  A feat  Name  i’faith,  and  can  you  milk  a Cow? 

And  make  a merry-bufh  ? Thai’s  nothing. 

f^ol,  1 {hail  learn  quickly.^ 

Nan*  And  drefs  a Houfe  with  Flowers.**  And  ferve  a Pig?  This 
you  mud  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  Dairy,  and  make  a Bed  or  two? 

FtoJ,  1 hope  I {hall. 

Nan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  Men  out,  they  will  marr  all  that 
you  make  clfe,  I know  that  by  my  fclf}  for  I have  been  fo  tout’d 
among’em  in  my  Days}  come  you  {hall  e’en  home  with  us,  and  be 
our  Fellow,  cur  Houfe  is  fo  honeft,  and  we  ferve  a very  good  Wt)- 
man,  and  a Gentlewoman,  and  we  live  as  merrily,  and  Dance  a 
coedDays  after  Even-fong:  Our  Wake  fhall  be  on  Sunday,  do  you 
know  what  a Wake  is?  Wc  have  mighty  cheer  then,  and  fuch  a 
Coil,  ’t would  blefs  ye}  you  muft  not  be  bafhful,  you’ll  fpoil  all. 

Madge.  Let’s  home  for  God’s  fake,  my  Miftrefs  thinks  by  this 
time  wc  arc  loft-,  come,  we’ll  have  a care  of  you  I warrant  you; 
but  you  muft  tell  my  Miftrefs  where  you  were  Born,  and  every 
thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the  ftrangeft  things  you  can  devife, 
for  fhe  loves  thofe  cxtreamly,  ’tis  no  matter  whether  they  be  true 
©r  no,  fhe's  not  fo  ferupulous ; you  muft  be  our  Sifter,  and  love  us 
beft,  and  tell  us  every  thing,  and  when  cold  Weather  comes,  we’ll 
lye  together}  will  ycu  do  this? 

Viol,  Yes. 

. Nan,  Then  home  again  o’ God’s  Name,  canyougo  apace? 

Vhh  I warrant  yoUi  [Exeunt^ 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  L 

Enter  Pedro,  and  Ubeno,  fever  ally. 

Ted-  TT O W now,  any  good  News  yet  ? 

JljL  Sil.  Faith  not  any  yet. 

Ted.  This  comes  o’tipling;  would  ’twerc  Treafon  and’t  plcafc 
God,  to  drink  more  than  three  Draughts  at  a Meal. 

SiL  When  did  you  fee  Ricardo} 

Ted-  I croft  him  twice  to  Day. 

Sil.  You  have  heard  of  a young  Wench  that  was  feen  laft? 

Ted.  Yes.  Sil.  Has  Richard  heard  of  this? 

Ted.  Yes,  and  I think  he’s  ridden  after  i farewel,  I’ll  have  ano* 
ther  round. 

Sil  If  you  hear  any  thing,  pray  fpare  no  Horfb-flefti, 
ril  do  the  like. 


Fed.  Do. 

> Enter  Ricardo,  and  Valerio. 

Ric.  Sir,  1 did  think  ’ewas  you  by  all  deferiptions. 
Fal.  ’Tis  fo, 

1 took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 

You  have  heard  already,  and  what  fhe  had  about  her, 

As  Jewels,  Gold,  and  other  trifling  things.* 

And  what  my  end  was,  which  becaufe  fhe  flighted, 

1 left  her  there  i’th’  Fields. 

Ric.  Left  i’th’  Fields?  Could  any  but  a Rogue, 
That  had  defpis’d  Humanity  and  Goodnefs, 

Meav’ns  Law  and  Credit,  and  had  fet  himfclf 
To  lofe  his  nobleft  parr,  and  be  a Beaft, 

Have  left  fo  innocent  unmatch’d  a Virtue 
.To  the  rude  Mercy  of  a Wildernefs  ? 

Val  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  Houfe,, 
I do  not  ufe  to  have  fuch  Language  given 
Within  my  Doors  to  mcij  for  your  Wench, 

You  may  go  feek  her  with  more  Patience, 

She’s  tame  enough,  1 warrant  you. 

Ric.  Pr^  forgive  me. 

I do  confeis  my  much  forgetful  nefs; 

And  weigh  my  Words  no  farther,  I befcech  you. 
Than  a mere  madnefs,  for  fuch  a Grief  has  feiz’d  me 
So  ftrong  and  deadly,  as  a Punifliment, 

And  a juft  one  too, 

That  ’tis  a ^neral  wonder  I am  living. 


[Exeunt. 
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Than  any  thing  I utter-,  yet  let  me  tell  you  thus  much, 

’Twas  a fault  for  leaving  her 
in  the  Fidt’s. 

' J'^aL  Sir,  1 will  think  fo  now;  and  credit  me. 

You  have  fo  wrought  me  with  your  Grief,  that  I 
Do  both  forgive  arid  pity  you : 

And  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  take  a Bed  this  Night  here, 

To  Morrow  Til  bring  you  where  I left  h^r. 

Ric.  I thank  youj  now  fhall  I be  fo  unworthy 
To  think  Updfl  a Bed,  or  Eafej.or  Comfort, 

And  have  my  Heart  ftfay  from  me,  God  knows  where, 

Cold  and  forfaken,  dellitute  of  Friends, 

And  all  good  Comforts  elfe,  unlefs  fome  Tree 
Whofe  fpeechlefs  Charity  muft  better  ours, 

With  which  the  bitter  Eait  Winds  made  their  fporfc 
Arid  fang  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 
'Fo  keep  ofFbalfa  Day?  Shall  fhe  be  thus, 

And  I draw  in  foft  {lumbers?  God  forbid. 

No,  Night  and  bitter  Coldnefs,  I provoke  thee. 

Arid  ait  the  Dews  that  ha^imon  thy  Locks, 

Showers,  Hails,  Snows,  Fr^ofts,  and  two-edged  Winds  that  prime 
The  Maiden’  Bloflbms,  I provoke  you  all. 

And  dare  expofe  this  Body  to  your  ftiarpnels, 

Till  I be  made  a Land-mark. 

FaL  Will  you  then  flay  and  eat  with  me? 

Ric.  You’re  angry  with  me,  1 know  you’re  angry, 

You  would  not  bid  me  cat  elfe  j my  poor 
•For  ought  1 know  thou’rt  famifh’d,  for  what  elfc 
Can  the  Fields  yield  thee,  and  the  flubborn  Seafon^ 

That  yet  holds  in  the  Fruit?  Good  gentle  Sir, 

Think  not  ill  Manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer’d  Meat,  for  fure  1 cannot  cat 
While  I do  think  fhe  wants;  well  I’m  a Rafcal, 

A Villain,  Slave,  that  only  was  begotten 
To  murder  Women,  and  of  them  the  beft. 

This  is  a flrange  Affli£lion. 

If  you’ll  accept  no  greater  Courtelic,  yet  dynk,  Sir. 

Ric.  Now  I am  fure  you  hate  me,  and  you  knew 
What  kind  of  Man  I am,  as  indeed  ’tis  fit 
'That  every  Man  fhould  know  me  to  avoid  me. 

If  you  have  Peace  within  you.  Sir,  ©r  Goodnefs, 

Name  that  abhorTd  word  Drink  no  more  unto  me, 

You  had  fafer  ftrike  me. 

I pray  you  do  not,  if  you  love^c  do  not. 

Sir,  I mean  no  ill  by  it*  Ric.  It  may  be  fo, 

Nor  me  fee  none  Sir,  if  you  love  Heav’n  i 

You 
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You  kno-w  not  what  Offence  it  is  unto  me, 

Nor  good  now  do  not  ask  me  why  .* 

And  1 warn  you  once  again,  let  no  Man  fpeak  oPt, 

I fear  your  Servants  will  be  prating  to  me. 
r<f/.  Why  Sir,  what  ail  you  ? 

Ric.  1 hate  Drink,  there’s  the  end  on’r. 

And  that  Man  that  drinks  with  Meat  is  damn’d. 

Without  an  age  of  Prayers  and  Repentance, 

And  there’s  a hazard  too}  good  Sir,  no  more: 

If  you  will  do  me  a free  Courtefisj 
That  I ihall  know  for  one,  go  take  your  Horfe, 

And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her. 

f^al.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I willj 
But  1 will  wiih  Sir,  you  had  flaid  to  Night  j ' 

Upon  my  Credit  you  fhall  fee  no  Drink. 

Ric.  Be  gone,  the  hearing  of  makes  rne  giddy. 

Sir,  will  you  be  entreated  to  forbear  it, 

1 ihall  be  mad  elfe.  - 

Vd.  I pray  no  more  of  that,  I am  quiet, 
ril  but  walk  in,  and  away  ftraight. 

Ric.  Now  I thaak  you, 

But  what  you  do,  do  in  atiwnkhng,  Sir. 

Val.  As  foon  as  may  be.  [£*«««?. 

Enter  Mcther,  Viola,  and  ma  Milk^maUu 
Moth.  Is  this  the  Wench  you  have  brought  met 
Some  Catch,  I warrant. 

How  daringly  fhe  looks  upon  the  matter? 

Madge.  Yes  forfooth,  this  is  the  Maiden. 

Moth.  Come  hither,  wou’d  you  fcrv.c  ? 

Vial.  If  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  aepept  nry  Service,  ,I  hope  I feall  do 
fomething  that  fhall  lilce  you,  though  it  be  but  T-ruth,  and  often 

praying  for  you. 

Math.  You  are  very  carious  of  your  Hand  methinks, 

You  prelerve  it  fo  with  doves,  let  me  fee  it; 

I mairy,  here’s  a Baud  of  Marchpane,  Wenches, 

Tiiii  pretty  Palm  never  knew  Sorrow  yet$ 

How  foft  it  is  I warrant  you,  and  fupple; 

O’  tny  word,  this  is  fitter  for  a Pocket  to  filch  withal 
Thanito  work  wnhaly  I fear  me  little  one, 

You  ate  no  better  than  you  fliould  be ; go  to. 

Viol.  My  Confcience  yet  is  but  one  witnefs  to  me, 

And  that  Heav’n  knows  is  of  mine  Innocence. 

’Pis  true,  1 muft  confefs  with  lhame  enough. 

The  time  that  I have  led,  yet  never  jtaught  me 
What  ’ewas  to  break  a Sleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Mori)..  You  can  fay  wells  if  you  be  mine,  Wench,  you  muft  do 
well  too,  for  words  ate  but  flow  Workers,  yet  fo  much  hope  I 

have 
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have  of  you,  that  Til  take  you,  fo  you’ll  be  diligcrit,  and  Jo  voi'i: 
Duty^  how  now?  *** 

Enter  Alexander. 

Alex,  There  is  a MelTenger  come  from  your  Son, 

That  brings  you  woid  be  is  return’d  from  Travel, 

And  will  be  here  this  Night. 

Motb.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it,  thou  art  ever 
A bringer  of  good  Tidings,  there,  drink  that ; - 

In  troth  thou  baft  much  contented  me:  My  Son? 

Lord  how  thou  haft  pleas’d  me,  ftiall  1 fee  my  Son  . ^ 

Yet  e’er  I die?  take  care  my  Houfc  be  handfome,  " 

And  the  new  Stools  fet  out,  and  Boughs  and  Ruihe?, 

And  Flowers  for  the  Window,  and  the  Turky  Carpet, 

And  the  great  parcel  Salt,  Nan^  with  the  Cruets, 

And  pretb^ce  Alexander  go  to  the  Cook, 

And  bid  him  fpare  for  nothing,  my  Son's  coming  home; 

W ho’s  come  with  him  ? 

Alex.  I bear  of  none  yet,  but  a Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  A Gentlewoman?  what  Gentlewoman? 

AUx.  1 know  not,  but  fuch  a one  there  is,  he  fays. 

Motb.  Pray  God  he  have  not  caft  away  himfelf 
Upon  fome  Snout-fair  piece,  1 do  not  like  it. 

Alex.  No  fure,  my  Maftcr  has  more  Diferetioo. 

Aiotb.  Well,  be  it  how  it  will,  he  lhall  be  welcome. 

Sirs,  to  your  Tasks,  and  fticwthis  little  Novice 

How  to  beftir  her  felf , I’ll  fort  out  things.  [^Exit. 

Madge.  Wc  will  forfoolh.  I can  tell  you,  my  Miftrefs  is  a ftir- 
ring  Woman. 

Nan.  Lord  how  (he’ll  talk  fometimes?  tisthe  maddeft  Cricket-— 
Fiol.  Methinks  (he  talks  well,  and  (hews  a great  deal  of  good 
Hufwivery,  pray  let  me  deck  the  Chambers,  (hall  I? 

Nan*  Yes,  you  (hall,  but  do  not  fcorn  to  be  advis’d,  Sifter,  for 
there' belongs  more  to  that,  than  you  are  aware  od>  why  (hould 
you  venture  fo  fondly  upon  the  ftrowing?  there’s  mighty  matters  in 
them  I’ll  aflure  you,  and  in  the  fpreading  of  a Bough-pot,  you  may 
roi&,  if  you  were  ten  Years  elder,  if  you  take  no:  a fpecial  care  be- 
fore you. 

Vioi.  1 will  lea’n  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  where  is’t  they  fay  my  young  Mafter  hath  been? 
Madge.  Faith  I know  not,  beyond  the  Sea,  where  they  are  born 
without  Nofes. 

Nan.  Blcfs  us!  without  Nofes?  how  do  they  do  for  Handker- 
chiefs? 

MiJga.  So  Rubard  fays,  and  Sirrah,  ihcir  Feet  ftand  in  their 
Foreheads.  ' 
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N'an.  That’s  fine  by  my  Troth,  thcfc  Men  have  peftilent  running 
Heads  then  *,  do  they  fpeak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  never  fpeak. 

Are  they  curfend? 

Madge.  No,  they  call  them  Infidels,  I know  not  what  they  arc; 
Nan,  Sirrah,  we  fiiall  have  fine  courting  now  my  young  Maftcr 
is  come  home}  were  you  never  courted,  Sifter? 

Viol.  Alas,  I know  it  not. 

Madge.  What  is  that  courting.  Sirrah  ? 

Nan.  I can  tell,  for  I was  once  courted  in  the  matted  Chamber, 
you  know  the  Party  Madge^  faith  he  courted  finely, 

Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is’t? 

Nan.  Faith,  nothing,  but  he  was  fomewhat  figent  with  me,' 
faith  ’tis  fine  Sport,  this  courting. 
jilex.  within.  Where  be  the  Maids  there? 

Madge.  We  fliall  be  hang’d  anon,  away  good  Wenches,  and 
have  a care  you  dight  things  handfomely,  1 will  look  over  you. 

[£a?f«wr. 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Maria: 

Mer.  If  your  Sorrow  will  give  you  fo  far  leave,  pray  think  your 
felf  moft  welcome  to  this  Place,  for  fo  upon  my  Life  you  are,  and 
for  your  own  fair  fake,  take  truce  awhile  with  thefe  immoderate 
Mournings. 

Mar.  1 thank  you,' Sir,  1 ftiall  do  what  I may; 

Pray  lead  me  to  a Chamber. 

Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Mer.  Prefently, 

Before  your  blefiing  Mother,  I entreat  ye 
To  know  this  Gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome, 

The  virtuous  Wife  of  him  that  was  my  felf 
In  all  my  Travels.  , \^Kneehl 

Moth.  Iftdced  (he  is  moft  welcome,  fo  are  you  Son, 

Now  all  my  Blefling  on  thee,  thou  haft  made  me 
Younger  by  twenty  Years,  than  I was  yefterday : 

Will  you  walk  in?  what  ails  this  Gentlewoman? 

Ala*?,  I fear  (he  is  not  well,  good  Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  You  fear  right.  Moth.  She  has  fafted  over  long,  j 

You  lhall  have  Supper  prefently  o’th’  Board. 

Mer.  She  will  not  Eat ; I can  allure  you  Mother, 

For  God’s  fake  let  your  Maid  conduft  her  up 
Into  fome  fair  becoming  Chamber, 

-Fit  for  a Woman  of  her  Being,  and 
As  foon  as  may  be, 

1 know  fhe’s  very  ill,  and  wou’d  have  Reft. 

Moth.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blue  Chamber. 

^ Mer. 
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Mer,  ’Tis  well,  I’ll  lead  you  fo  your  Chamber  Doori 
And  there  I’ll  leave  you  to  ycur  quiet,  Miftrefs. 

Mar,  I thank  you,  Sir,  good  rell  to  every  one, 

You’ll  fee  me  once  again  to  Night,  I hope? 

Met.  When  youfhall  pleafe,  I’il  wait  upon  you,  Lady, 

Moth,  Where  are  thefe  Maids?  attend  upon  theGentlewoman,  and 
fee  fhe  want  no  good  thing  in  the  Houfe:  Goodnight  with  all  my 
Heart  forfooth.  Good  Lord  how  you  are  grown,  is  he  not, 
ander  f 

Alex?.  Yes  truly,  he’$  fhot  up  finely,  God  be  th'^nked. 

Mer,  An  ill  Weed,  Moiher,  will  do  fo. 

Alex,  You  fay  true.  Sir,  an  ill  Weed  grows  apace. 

Mer.  Alexander  the  fharp,  you  take  very  quickly. 

Moth.  Nay,  i can  tell  you,  Alexander  will  do  it,  do  you  read 
Madcap  ftill? 

Alex.  Sometimes  forfooth. 

Mothi  But  faith  Son,  what  Countries  have  you  traveled? 

Mer,  Why  many  Mother,  as  they  lay  before  me,  France ^ Spah^ 
Italy y and  Germany y and  other  Provinces,  that  I am  fure  you  are  not 
better’d  by,  when  you  hear  of  them. 

Moth.  And  c«an  you*  thefe  Tongues  perieflly? 

Mer.  Of  fome  a little,  Mother. 

Moth.  Pray  fpout  fome  French^  Son. 

Mer.  You  under  ftand  it  not,  and  to  your  Ears  ’twill  go  like  an 
unfhod  Cart  upon  the  Stones,  only  a ro4gh  unhandlome found. 

Moth.  I would  fain  hear  fome  French, 

y^lex.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  fome  French  to  my  Miftrefi. 

Mer.  Ac  you  intreaty,  Alexander^  1 wilU  who  lhall  I fpeak  to? 

yjlex.  If  your  Woi  flrip  will  do  me  the  favour,  Sir,  to  me. 

Mer.  Mtnfteur^  Peultroft^  Coukew^  Culltone^  Befay^  Man  cur. 

Alev,  Awe  Monfieur, 

Aloth.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  fine  indeed,  God’s  Blefiing  on  thy  Heart 
Son,  by  my  troth  thou  arc  grown  a proper  Gentleman,  cullcn  and 
pullen,  good  God  what  awkward  words  they  ufe  beyond  the  Seas  ? 
ha,  ha,  ha/ 

Alex.  Did  not  1 anfwer  right. 

Mer.  Yes,  good  Alexander j if  you  had  done  fo  too. 

But  good  Moiher,  1 am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far  to  Day,  and 
am  fading.  . - 

Aloth.  You  fhall  have  your  Supper  prefently,  my  fweet  Son. 

Mer.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe,  which  once* ended, 

Dl  go  and  vific  yon  fick  Gentlewoman. 

Moth,  Come  then.  lExeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  a Toji,  with  a Letter. 

Ant.  I have  ridden  like  a Fury,  to  make  up  this  work,  and  I 
will  do  it  bravely,  e’er  1 leave  itj  this  is  the  Houfe  1 am  fure- 

K ' Fnter 
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Enter  Alexander. 

Alex.  Who  wou’d  you  fpeak  with.  Sir? 

yint.  Marry  Sir,  1 would  (peak  with  a Gentlewoman,  came  this 
Night  late  here  from  the  City,  I have  fome  Letters  of  Importance 
to  her^  1 am  a Poft,  Sir,  and  would  be  difpatch’d  in  hafte. 

Alex,  Sir,  cannot  1 deliver  ’em  ? for  the  truth  is,  (he’s  ill,  and 
in  her  Chamber.  - 

Ant,  Pray  pardon  me,  I mull:  needs  fpeak  with  her,  my  BuGnefs 
is  fo  weighty. 

Alex,  ril  tell  her  fo,  and  bring  you  prefent  word. 

Ant.  Pray  do  fo,  and  Til  attend  hei  j pray  God  the  Grief  of  my 
im'^gined  Death  fpoil  not  what  I intend,-  1 hope  it  will  not. 

Alex.  Though  (he  be  very  ill,  and  deGres  no  trouble,  yet  if 
yotir  BuGnefs  be  fo  urgent,  you  may  come  up  and  fpeak  with  her. 

Ant.  1 thank  you  Sir,  I follow  you.  {Exeunt. ' 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  fliould  this  Fellow  be  i*th’  Name  of  Heav’n,  that 
comes  withfuch  poft  BuGnefs?  fure  my  Husband  hath  reveal’d  him- 
felf,  and  in  this  hafte  fent  after  me.  Are  you  the  Poft,  my  Friend  ^ 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Yes,  forfooth  Miftrefs. 

Mar.  What  good  News  haft  thou  brought  me,  gentle  Poft  / 

For  I have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant.  I would  you  had  lefs,  Miftrefs,  I could  wifh  it,  befhrew  my 
Heart  flie  moves  me  cruelly. 

Mar.  Have  1 found  you  once  more,  Jugler?  well  Jewel,  thou 
haft  only  Virtue  in  thee,  of  all  1 read  of  yet;  what  Ears  has  this 
A fs  to  betray  him  with?  well,  what’s  your  BuGnefs  then? 

Ant.  I brought  a Letter  from  your  Servant,  Miftrefs,  in  hafte. 

Mar.  Pray  give  it  me,  1 hope  the  beft  ftill. 

Ant.  This  is  the  upfhoc,  and  I know  I have  hit  it. 

Well,  if  the  Spirits  of  the  dead  do  walk,  I fhall 
Hear  more  of  this  one  hundred  Years  hence. 

By  any  means  you  mufthave  fpecial  care,  for  now  the  City  is  pof- 
feft  for  certain,  my  Mafter  is  made  away,  which  for  ought  I know 
is  truth  indeed  i good  Miftrefs  leave  your  Grief,  and  fee  your  Dan- 
ger, and  let  that  wife  and  noble  Gentleman  with  whom  you  are, 
be  your  right  hand  in  all  things. 

Now  do  1 know  I have  the  better  on’t,  by  the  languiftiing  of  her 
Eye  at  this  heat*  inftant,  ’tis  ftill  Gmming  in  her  Blood,  in  coining 
fomewhai  to  turn  Mercury^  I know  it. 

Mar.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  ’tis  reafonable  he  fhould  command 
in  all  things,  fmee  he  will  be  an  Afs  againft  the  Hair,  at  his  own 
Peril  be  it,  in  the  Morn  you  lhall  have  a Pacquet,  till  when  I muft 
intreat  you  ftay,  you  fhall  not  Isfc  by  it. 

F z Ant. 
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Ant.  Ido  not  doubt  it,  Miftrcfsj  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  reft,  and 
wait  your  pkafure. 

Mar.  Do,  and  feck  out  the  Gentlemao  of  the  Houfe,  bid  him 
come  to  me  prefently. 

Who,  Mr.  Afercury} 

Mar.  Do  you  know  hirj,  Poft? 

Ant.  Only  by  fight  Forfooth,  now  I remember  your  Servant 
will’d  me  to  let  you  know  he  is  the  only  Man,  you  and  your  For- 
tunes are  now  to  reft  upon. 

Mar.  Prethee  no  more,  I know  all  this  already.  ^ 

Ant.  ril  take  my  leave  now,  I am  made  for  ever.  [Exft. 

Mar.  Good  Night,  1 am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  Youth. 

Enter  Mother^  heating  Viola,  and  Alexander  with  a broken  Clafs. 
Moth,  ril  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Fiol.  Good  Miftiefs  pardon  me. 

Moth.  Thou’lt  ne’er  be  good  I warrant  thee,  can  your  fine  Fin*- 
gers  hold  no  laftcr  i 

Viol.  Indeed  it  was  againft  my  will. 

Moth.  Alexander^  let’s  fee  the  Glafs,  as  I am  true  kirfome  Wo- 
man, it  is  one  of  the  chryfial  Glafles  my  Coufin  fent  me,  and  the 
Baggage  hath  broke  it  v;hcre  it  cannot  be  mended  \ Alexander^  can 
mend  this,  think  you? 

Alex.  No  truly,  this  will  ne’er  be  mended^ 

Viol  Truly  I meant  but  to  waih  it  for  the  Gentlewoman  that  is 
fick  above,  and  (baking  out  the  Water,  knockt  it  againft  the  Pail 
lide. 

Moth.  Did  you  fo  ? be  fure  I’ll  flop  it,  ’twill  make  a good  gap 
in  your  Quarter's  Wages,  I can  tell  you.  ^ 

Viol.  1 pray  forgive  me,  and  let  me  have  no  Wages  this  firft 
Quarter. 

Moth.  Go  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  three  grating  Loaves  out 
of  the  Kitchen,  to  make  Ginger-bread  of,  ’tis  fufh  an  untoward 
thing.  ' ^ Viola. 

Alex.  She’s  fomewhat  fimple  indeed,  (he  knew  not  what  a Kim- 
ne]  was,  fhc  wants  good  Nurture  mightily. 

Moth>  My  Son  tells  me,  Alexander,  that  this  young  Widow 
means  to  fojourn  here,  (he  offers  largely  for  her  Board,.  I may  offer 
her  good  Cheer,  prethee  make  a ftep  i’th*  Morning  down  to  the  Par- 
fonag'c  for  fome Pigeons?  What  are  you  mad  there?  whatNoifeis 
that?  are  you  at  Bowls  within?  why  do  you  whine 
Enter  Viola  weeping. 

Viol.  1 have  done  another  fault,  I befeech  you  fweet  Miftrefs  for- 
give me. 

What’s  the  matter? 

Viol.  As  1 was  reaching  for  the  Bread  that  lay  upon  the  Shelf,  I 

have 
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have  thrown  down  the  minc’d  Meat,  that  (hould  have  made  the 
out  of  my  Houfc,  thou  filthy  dcftroying  Harlot, 

thou,  I’ll  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer. 

Viol.  Good  Miftrefs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  fault,  as  much  as  it 
deferves,  I do  not  know  whither  to  go. 

Moth.  No  I warrant  thee,  out  of  my  Doors. 

Viol.  Indeed  I’ll  mend,  I pray  fpeak  you  for  me. 

Alex.  If  thou  hadft  hurl’d  down  any  thing  but  the  Pie- meat,  I 
would  have  fpokc  for  thee,  but  I cannot  find  in  my  Hwrt  now. 

Mtb.  Art  thou  here  yet?  I think  I muft  have  an  Officer  to  tbrult 
thee  out  of  my  Doors,  muft  1? 

Viol.  Why,  you  may  flop  this  in  my  Wages  too, 

For  God’s  fake  do,  I’ll  find  my  felf  this  Year; 


Thou’t  fpoil  ten  times  as  much,  I’ll  Cudgel  thee  out  of  my 

Doors. 

Vtol.  I am  allur’d  you  are  more  merciful, 

Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difcharge  me  too. 

Moth.  Doll  thou  difpute  with  me?  Alexander,  carry  the  prating 

Hilding  forth. 

Viol.  Good  Miftrefs  hear  me,  I have  here  a Jewel 
My  Mother  left  me,  and  ’cis  fomething  worth  •• 

Receive  ic,  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth, 

Till  then  1 pray  you  keep  me. 

Moth.  What  Giggambob  have  we  here.?  pray  God  you  have  not 
pilfrcd  this  fomewhere  ; th’art  fuch  a puling  thing,  wipe  your  Eyes, 
and  rife,  go  your  ways",  Alexander,  bid  the  Cook  mince  fome  more 
Meat,  come,  and  get  you  to  Bed  quickly,  that  ycu  may  up  betiroe 
i’th’  Morning  a milking,  or  you  and  I lhall  fall  out  worfe  yet. 

lEx.  Moth,  and  Alex.' 
Viol.  She  has  hurt  my  Arm  j I am  afraid  (he  is  a very  angry  Wo- 
man, but  blefs  him  Hcav’n  that  did  me  the  moft  wrong,  I am  afraid 
Antonhh  Wife  (hould  fee  me,  {he  will  know  me. 

Moth,  within  Melvia* 

VtoU  I am  coming,  {he’s  not  angry  again  I hope.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer-  Now  what  am  1 the  better  for  enjoying 
This  Woman  that  I lov’d  fo?  all  I find, 

That  1 before  imagined  to  be  happy : 

Now  1 have  done,  it  turns  to  nothing  clfe 
But  a poor,  pitied,  and  a bafe  Repentance. 

XJdsfoot,  I am  monftrous  angry  with  my  fclf.- 
"Why  (hould  a Man,  that  has  Difeourfe  and  RcafoDy 
And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  all  iu  tbefe  things^ 
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Covet  to  have  his  Wiflies  fatisfied  ^ 

Which  wheh  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  fhamc. 

1 do  begin  to  loach  this  Woman  flrangely, 

And  I think  juftly  too,  that  durft  adventure, 

Flinging  away  her  Modefty,  to  cake 
A Stranger  to  her  Bed,  her  Husband’s  Body 
Being  fcarce  cold  in  the  Earth,  for  her  content 
It  was  no  more  to  take  my  Senfes  with, 

Than  if  I had  an  idle  Dream  in  Sleep : 

Yet  I have  made  her  Promifes,  which  grieves  me,'  C 

And  I muft  keep  ’em  too.  I think  fhe  hunts  me: 

The  Devil  cannot  keep  thefe  Women  off, 

When  they  are  fletched  once. 

Enter  Maria  in  Night  Attire, 

Mar*  To  Bed  for  God’s  fake  Sir,  why  do  you  ftay  here  ? 

Some  are  upi’th’  Houfe,  I heard  the  Wife, 

Good  dear  Sweet-heart  to  Bed. 

Mer,  Why,  I am  going:  Why  do  you  follow  me? 

You  would  not  have  it  known  I hope,  pray  get  you 
Back  to  your  Chamber,  the  Door’s  hard  by  for  me. 

Let  me  alone : I warrant  you  this  it  is 
To  threfli  well,  I have  got  a Cuftomer, 

Will  you  go  to  Bed? 

Alar,  Will  you?  Mer,  Yes,  I am  going. 

Mar,  Then  remember  your  Promifc  you  made  to  marry  me; 

Mer.  1 will } but  it  is  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  muft  need  remembrance; 

For  out  of  Honefty  I offer’d  you 

To  marry  you  firft,  Why  did  you  flack  that  Offer? 

Mar,  Alas  I told  you  the  inconvenience  of  it^ 

And  what  wrong  it  would  appear  to  the  World, 

If  I had  married  in  fuch  Pott-hafte, 

After  his  Death : Befide,  the  foolifh  People 

Wou’d  have  been  bold  to  have  thought  we  had  lain  together  in  his 

time,  and  like  enough  imagin’d 

We  had  murther’d  him. 

Mer,  I love  her  Tongue  yet  \ if  1 were  a Saint, 

A gilded  Saint,  and  fuch  a thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  Holinefs,  I cannot  tell. 

But  1 fear  flitewdly  I fhould  do  fomething 
That  would  quite  fcratch  me  out  o’th’  Kalender, 

And  if  I ftay  longer  talking  with  her, 

Though  1 am  mad  at  what  I have  done  already. 

Yet  1 fhall  forget  my  fclf  again  j 
I feel  the  Devil 

Ready 
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Ready  to  hold  tny  Stirrop;  pray  to  Bed,  good  Night, 

Mar.  This  Kifs,  good  Night  fwcet  Love, 

And  Peace  go  with  thee,  thou  haft  prov’d  thy  feif 
The  honefteft  Man  that  ever  was  entic’d 
To  that  fweet  Sin  as  People  pleafe  to  call  it, 

Of  lying  with  another’s  Wifej  and  I, 

I think  the  honefteft  Woman  without  bluihing,  , 

That  ever  lay  with  another  Man.  I fent  my  Husband 
Into  a Cellar,  Poft,  fearing,  and  juftly, 

He  fhould  have  known  him,  which  1 did  not  purpofc 
Till  I had  had  my  end. 

Well , now  this  Plot  is  perfeS,  let  him  brag  on’t.  lExifi 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Juftke  and  Curio  with  a Paper. 

Jufl,  “Olrlady  Sir,  you  have  rid  hard  that  you  have. 

J3  Cur.  They  that  have  Bufiaefs,  muft  do  ib,  I take  itr 

Juft.  You  fay  true,  when  fee  you  our,  my  Friend? 

Cur.  About  ten  a Clock,  and  1 have  rid  all  Night. 

Jujl*  By  the  Mafs  you  are  tough  indeed,  I have  feen  the  DayS' 
I would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudeft  of  them,  and  fliqg  dirt  in 
their  Faces,  and  1 have  don’t  with  this  foolilh  Boy,  Sir,  many  a 
time-,  but  what  can  lad  always  ? Tis  done,  ’tis  done  now,  Sir,  Age, 
Care,  and  Office,  bring  us  to  oufBootcloachs,  the  more  the  pity. 

Cur,  I believe  th:}t,  Sir,  bpt  will  it  pljcafe  you  to  read  the  Bud*- 
nefs  ? 

Juft.  My  Friend,  I can  read,  and  I can  cell  you  when. 

Cur,  Would  I could  too  Sir,  for  my  liafte  requires  it. 

Juft.  Whence  comes  it,  do  you  fay? 

Cur.  Sir,  from  the  City. 

Juft.  Oh  from  the  City,  ’tis  a reverend  Phee. 

Cur,  And  his  Juftice  be  as  Ihort  as  his  Memory, 

A Dudgion  Dagger  will  ferve  him  to  mow  down  Sin  withal  5 
What  clod-pole  Commiflioner  is  this? 

Juft.  And  by  my  Faith,  govern’d  by  worthy  Members, 

Difcreet  and  upright. 

Cur.  Sir,  they  are  beholding  to  you,  yoii  have  given  Tome  of  them 
a Commendation,  they  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  Years. 

Juft,  Go  to,  go  to,  you  have  a merry  meaning,  I have  found' 
you  Sir,  i’faivh,  you  are  a Wag,  away,  fie  now  I’ll  read  your  Lot* 

Cur.  Pray  do  Sir*,  what  a mifery  ’tis  fter. 

To  have  an  urgent  Bufinefs  wait  the  Juftico 
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Of  fuch  an  old  Tuff-taffata,  that  knows  nor, 

Nor  can  be  brought  to  undtrftand  more  Senfc, 

Than  how  to  reltore  fupprtfl  Ale-houfes, 

And  have  his  Man  compound  fmall  Trelpaflcs, 

For  ten  Groats. 

Juft.  Sir,  it  feems  here  your  bufinefs  is  of  a deeper  Circumftancc 
than  I conceiv’d  it  forj  what  do  you  mean.  Sir? 

Gir,  ’Tis  for  mine  own  c^ife,  Pll  sflure  your  Worfhip. 

Juft*  It  fhall  not  be  i’faith  Friend,  here  1 have  it. 

That  one  Antonio  a Gentleman,  1 cake  it  fo. 

Yes,  it  is  fo,  a Gentleman,  is  lately  thought  to 
Have  been  made  away,  and  by  my  Faith,  upon  a 
Pearls  Ground  too,  if  you  confider}  well,  there’s 
Knavery  in’t,  1 fee  that  without  Spectacles. 

Cur,  Sure  this  Fellow  deals  in  Revelation,  he’s  fo  hidden, 

Go  thy  ways,  thou  wilt  ftitk  a Bench  Spit  as  formally, 

’ And  (hew  thy  ‘got,"  and  hatch’d  Chain, 

As  well  as  the  btft  of  them. 

Ju^,  And  now  1 have  confider’d,  I believe  it. 

Cur,  Whar,  Sir? 

Juft,  That  he  was  murdered. 

Cur.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Juft,  No. 

Cur,  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos’d. 

Jufi,  No,  nor  I care  not  two-pence,  thofe  are  Toys,  and  yet  I 
verily  believe  he  was  murdered,  as  lure  as  1 believe  thou  art  a Man, 

I never  fail’d  in  thefe  thTogs  yet,  ware  a Man  that’s  beaten  to  ihefc 
matters,  Experience  is  a certain* conceal’d  thing  that  fails  not;  Pray 
let  me  ask  you  one  thing,  why  do  you  come  to  me  ? 

Cur,  Becaufethe  Letter  is  addreft  to  you,  being  the  neateft  Juflicc.' 

Juft,  The  neareft?  Is  that  ail? 

Cur.  I think  it  be  Sir,  I would  be  loth  you  fhould  be  the  wifeft. 

Juft.  Well  Sir,  as  ic  is,  I will  endeavour  in  it  *,  yet  if  it  had  come 
to  me  by  Name,  I know  not,  but  I think  it  had  been  as  foon  dif- 
patch’d  as  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a Wifdom,  ay,  and  as 
happily,  but  that’s  all  one:  I have  born  this  Place  this  thirty  Years, 
and  upwards,  and  with  ^fHcient  Credit,  and  they  may  when  they 
pleafe  know  me  better*,  to  the  neareft?  Well. 

Cur.  Sir,  it  is  not  my  fault,  for  had  1 known  you  fooner 

Juft,  I thank  you  Sir,  I know  it. 

Cur,  ril  be  fworn  you  fhould  have  plaid  for  any  bufinefs  now. 

Juft.  And  further,  they  have  fpecified  unco  me,  his  Wife  is  fore- 
ly  rurpeCl:ed  in  this  matter,  as  a main  Caufe. 

Cur.  I think  ftie  be  Sir,  for  no  ocher  Caufe  can  be  yet  found. 

Juft.  And  one  Mercury  a Traveller,  with  whom  they  fay  direflly 
ftae  is  run  away,  and  as  they  chink  this  way. 

Cvr, 
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Cur.  1 knew  all  this  bcfoie.  vr  • t. 

Jufl.  Well  Sir,  this  Mercury  1 know,  and  his  breeding,  a Neigh- 
bour’s Child  hard  by  i you  have  been  happy,  Sir,  in  coming  hither. 

Cur.  Then  you  know  whereto  have  him,  Sir? 

Juii.  I do  Sir,  he  dwells  near  me. 

Cur.  1 doubt  your  Worfliip  dwells  near  a Knave  then. 

Juk.  I think  fo,  pray  put  on;  But ’tis  a wonder 
To  fee  how  gracelefs  P*ople  are  now  given. 

And  how  bafe  Virtue  is  accounted  with  them. 

That  Ihould  be  all  in  all,  as  fays  a wife  Man. 

I tell  ycu  Sir,  and  it  is  true,  that  there  have  been  fuch  Murthers, 
and  of  late  Days,  as  ’twould  make  your  very  Heart  bleed  in  you, 
and  fome  of  them  as  1 fliall  be  enabled,  I will  tell  you,  it  fell  out 


of  late  Days. 

Cur.  It  may  be  fo,  but  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in  this? 

JuJi.  An  honeft  Weaver,  and  as  good  a Workman  as  e’er  Ifaot 
Shuttle,  and  as  clofe,  but  everyMan  mud  die-,  this  honeft  Weaver 
being  a little  mellow  in  his  Ale,  that  was  the  Evidence  verbatim. 
Sir  Godblefsthe  Mark,  fprung  his  Neck  juft  in  this  placcj  well 
yjrvis,  ihouhadft  Wrongs,  and  if  I livefonac  of  the  beltfhall  fweat 

for’c  j ’then  a W ench- „ r r 

Cur.  But  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  Bufinefs, 

Jufl  A fober  rretty  Mad  about  feventeen  they  fay,  certainly, 
however  ’tis  Ihuffled,  fhe  burfther  felf,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  fo,  with 
Furmety  at  a Churching,  but  I think  the  Devil  had  another  Agent 
in’f  either  of  which,  if  I can  catch,  fhall  ftretch  for’t. 

Cur.  This  is  a mad  Juftice  that  will  hang  the  Devil-,  but  I would 
vou  would  be  fhort  in  thi-,  before  that  other  Notice  can  be  given. 

^ Juft.  Sir,  1 will  do  difcrcetly  what  is  fitting}  what,  Antonio^ 
jint.  xoithin.  Your  Worftiip. 

Juft.  Put  on  your  beft  Coat,  and  let  your  Fellow  Mark  go  to  the 
Conitable,  and  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  fpeed  he  can,  and  all 
the  Power,  and  provide  Pen  and  Ink  to  take  their  Coiifcffions,  and 
tny  long  Sword;  I cannot  teU  what  Danger  we  may  meet  with*  , 

VOU’ll  go  with  us  ? ^ r L L r,  • 

^ C»r.  Yes,  what  elfe?  I came  to  that  end  to  accufe  both  Parties. 
Juft.  May  1 crave  what  you  are? 

Cur.  Faith  Sir,  one  that  to  be  known  would  not  profit  you,  more 

than  a'near  Kinfman  of  the  dead  ./4«f9«rVs  _ 

Juft  ’Tis  well,  I am  forry  for  my  Neighbour,  truly  that  he  had 
no  more  grace,  ’twill  kill  his  Mother-,  fhe’s  a good  old  Wt^anj 
will  you  walk  in?  I’ll  but  put  my  Cloak  on,  and  my  Cham  off,  and  ■ 
a clean  Band,  and  have  my  Shoes  blackt  over,  and  fliift  my  Jer- 
kin, and  we’ll  to  our  bufinefs,  and  you  fhall  fee  how  I can  bolt 
theie  matters. 

Cur.  As  foon  as’t  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
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Enter  Valerio,  Ricardo. 

Fal,  This  is  the  place  j here  did  1 leave  the  Maid 
Alone  laft  Night,  drying  her  tender  Eyes, 

Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yetdefirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Etc.  How  rude  are  all  we  Men, 

That  take  the  name  of  Civil  to  our  fclves? 
if  fhe  had  fet  her  Foot  upon  an  Earth 
Where  People  live  that  we  call  barbarous; 

Though  they  had  had  no  Houfe  to  bring  her  to. 

They  would  have  fpoil’d  the  Glory  that  the  Spring 
Has  deckt  the  Trees  in,  and  with  willing  Hands 
Have  torn  their  Branches  down,  and  every  Man 
Would  have  become  a Builder  for  her  fake. 

What  time  left  you  her  there? 

Fal  I left  her,  when  the  Sun  had  fo  much  to  fer. 
As  he  is  now  got  from  his  place  ol  rife. 

-Sfc.  So  near  the  Night  fhe  could  not  wander  far  j 
Em  Ftolal 

Fal  It  is  in  vain  to  call,  (he  fought  a Houfe 
Without  all  queftion.  Ric,  Peace,  iMViola\ 

Fair  Viola  I Who  would  have  left  her  here 
On  fuch  a Ground.^  if  you 'had  meant  to  lofc  her. 
You  might  have  found  there  were  no  Ecchoes  here 
To  take  her  Name,  and  carry  it  about, 

When  her  true  Lover  came  to  mourn  for  her. 

Till  all  the  neighbouring  Valleys  and  the  Hills, 

Refounded  Fiola^ and  fuch  a Place 

You  (hould  have  chofe you  pity  us  bccaufc 

The  Dew  a little  wets  our  Feet, 

Unworthy  far  to  feek  her  in  the  wet; 

And  what  becomes  of  her  ? where  wandred  fhe, 
With  two  fhowers  raining  on  her,  frem  her  Eyes 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There’s  neither  Tree  nor  Houfe  to  (belter  her 
Will  you  go  with  me  to  Travel? 

Fal  Whither?  Ric.  Over  all  the  World, 

Fal  No  by  my  Faith,  I’ll  make  a (horter  Journey 
When  1 do  travel.  Ric^  But  there’s  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  fhorter  way. 

Fal  Why,  what’s  your  end  ? 

Ric,  It  is  to  fearch  the  Earth, 

Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  ihapes  of  Men, 

Af  wicked  as  our  felves. 

Fal  ’Twere  not  fo  hard  to  find  out  thofe. 

Ric,  Why,  if  we  find  them  out, 
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ft  were  the  better,  for  what  brave  Villany 
Might  we  four  do?  Wc  would  not  keep  together. 

For  every  one  has  Treachery  enough 

For  twenty  Countries!  one  fhould  trouble  Afia^ 

Another  fhould  low  ftrife  in  Africa-, 

But  you  fliould  play  the  Knave^  at  honae  in  Europe', 

And  for  America  let  me  alone.  V «/.  Sir,  I am  honeflcr 

Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong’d,  but  I ftiall  find  my  felf  a right. 

Ric,  If  you  had  any  fpark  of  Honefty, 

You  would  not  think  that  honefter  than  I, 

Were  a Praife  high  enough  to  ferve  your  turn.* 

If  Men  were  commonly  fo  bad  as  f. 

Thieves  would  be  put  in  Kalenders  for  Saints  5 
And  Bones  of  Murderers  would  work  Miracles. 

I am  a kind  of  Knjve,  of  Knave  fo  much 
There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vileft  clfe~~ 

But  the  next  place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  two  Milk-maids  and  Viola  with  Paih» 

VaL  That  lall  is  fbe,  *tis  fhe. 

R/c.  Let  us  away,  we  ihall  infed  her,  let  her  have  the  Wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here. 

Viol,  Wenches  away,  for  here  are  Men. 

VaL  Fair  Maid,  I pray  you  flay.  VioL  Ala?,  again? 

Ric,  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her?  1 pray  heartily  let  her  ge. 

VaL  With  all  my  Heart,  I do  not  mean  to  hurt  her. 

Ric,  But  ftand  away  then,  for  the  pureft  Bodies 
Will  fooneft  take  Infeftion,  ftand  away. 

But  forinfeding  her  niy  felf,  by  Heav’n, 

1 would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  oflF. 

'^VioL  I know  that  Voice  and  Face. 

VaL  You  are  finely  mad,  good  bwy  Sir,  now  you  are  here  toge- 
ther, I’ll  leave  you  fo,  God  fend  you  good  luck,  both  j when  you 
are  foberer,  you’ll  give  me  thanks.  [Exiu^ 

Madge,  Wilt  thou  go  Milk?  Come. 

Nan.  Why  doft  not  come? 

Madge.  She  nod?,  fhe’s  afleep.  Nan.  What,  wert  up  fo  early  ? 

Aladge,  i think  Man’s  mad  to  kneel  there,  nay  come  come 
away,  uds  Body,  Nan,  help,  ftie  looks  black  f ch’  Face,  {he’s  in  a 
found. 

Nan.  And  you  be  a Man,  come  hither,  and  help  a Woman; 

Ric.  Come  hither.^  You  arc  a Fool. 

Nam  And  you  a Knave  and  a Bcaft,  that  you  are, 

Ric.  Come  hither,  'twas  my  being  now’fo  near 
That  made  her  fwound,  and  you  are  wicked  People, 

Or  you  wou’d  do  fo  too ; my  Venom  Eyes 
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Strike  Innoccncy  dead  at  fuch  a diftance, 

Here  I’ll  kneel,  for  this  is  ouc  of  dirtancc. 

Nan.  Thou’rt  a prating  Afs,  there’s  no  Goodnefs  in  thee, 

I warrant,  how  doft  thou? 

P'toL  Why?  Well.  Madge,  Art  thou  able  to  go? 

Viol  No,  pray  go  you  and  milk,  if  I hi  able  to  come 
ril  follow  you,  if  not,  I’ll  fit  here 
(Till  you  come  back. 

Nan,  1 am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  Fool. 

Viol,  I know  him  well,  I warrant  thee  he  will  not  hurt  me. 

Madge.  Come  then,  Nan.  \_Exeitnt  Maids, 

Ric,  How  do  you  ? be  not  fearful,  for  I hold  my  Hands 
Before  my  Mouth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 
My  Breath  can  never  blalf  you. 

Viol,  ’Twas  enough  to  ufe  me  ill,  though  you  had  never  fought 
me  to  mock  me,  why  kneel  you  fo  far  off,  were  not  that  Gefturc 
better  us’d  in  Prayer?  had  I dealt  fo  with  you,  I fhould  not  Beep,, 
till  Heav’n  and  you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Ric.  I do  not  mock,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a Villain 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible 
To  you  5 but  I do  knee),  becaufe  it  is 
An  Adion  very  fit  and  reverent. 

In  prefence  of  fo  pure  a Creature, 

And  fo  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend 
One  too  much  wrong’d  already. 

Viol  You  confefs  you  did  the  fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come 
So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  Pardon  for’t ; 

Which  I could  willingly  afford  to  come 
To  you,  to  grant*,  good  Sir,  if  you  have 
A better  Love,  may  you  be  blcft  together,. 

She  (hall  not  wifh  you  better  than  ! will, 
f but  bffend  you,  there  are  all  the  Jewels 
\ flole,  and  all  the  Love  I ever  had, 

! leave  behind  with  you,  I’ll  carry  none 

To  give  another;  may  the  next  Maid  you  try  ^ 

Love  you  no  worfe,  nor  be  no  worfc  than  I. 

Ric.  Do  not  leave  me  yet  for  all  my  faulr> 

Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoffiblc, 

And  put  me  oathem,  when  they  are  effefted, 

I may  with  better  Modefty  receive 

Forgivenefs  from  you.  VjoI  I will  fee  no  Penance, ^ 

To  gain  the  great  Forgivenefs  you  defire. 

But  to  come  hither  and  take  me  and  it  j. 

Or  clfe  111  come  and  beg,  fo  you  will  grant,  - 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven. 

Ric,  Nay,  1 will  come  fince  you’ll  have  it  fo,. 

And 
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And  fince  you  pleafe  to  pardon  me,  1 hope 
Free  from  Inftdion,  here  I am  by  you  j 
A careh  Man,  a breaker  of  my  Faith, 

A loihCome  Drunkard;  and  in  that  wild  Fury 
A hunter  after  Whores;  1 do  beicech  you,  * 

To  pardon  all  thefe  Faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honett,  fober,  and  a faithful  Man. 

AiHf  p“''  “fp  your  PauUs  no  more,  but  roemU 

Al!  t'lc  Forgivencfs  I can  make  you,  is,  ’ ‘tnu. 

To  love  you,  which  I will  do,  and  defire 
Nothing  but  Love  again,  which  if  I have  not 
Yet  I will  love  you  ftill, 

Ric,  Oh  Women,  that  fome  one  of  you  will  take 
An  everlafting  Pen  into  your  Hands, 

And  grave  in  Paper,  which  the  writ  (hall  make 
More  lafting  than  the  marble  Monumentr, 

Your  matchlefs  Virtues  to  Pollerities 

W hich  the  defeftive  race  of  envious  Man 

Strive  to  conceal.  * 

, rtoL  Methinks  I would  not  now  for  any  thine’. 

But  you  had  mill  me,  1 have  made  a (lory  ^ 

Will  ferve  to  wade  many  a Winter’s  fire 
When  we  are  old.  I’ll  tell  ray  Daughters  then. 

The  Miferies  their  Mother  had  in  love; 

And  fay,  my  Girls  be  wifer,  yet  I would  not 
Have  had  more  Wit  my  felf.  Take  up  thofe  Jewels, 

For  I think  I hear  my  Fellows  coming.  ^ 

Enter  the  Milk  maids  with  their  Pails  - 
Madge.  How  doll  thou  now  ? 

Fiol.  Why,  very  well  I thank  you,  ’tis  late  fiiall  I h.n  u s 
d^an.  I prethee  we  (hall  be  Ihent  foundly  ' ’ ^ iiomc? 

Madge  Why  does  that  railing  Man  go  vJith  us? 

r,.l.  I pmh..  fpek  well  otU„, 

He  s an  honed  Man*  ^ 

Nan*  There  was  never  anv  fo  on’«  ^ 

Td  be  alham’d  to  have  fuch  a foul  Mouth  ^ * Gentleman? 

Enter  Mother,  Alexander,  Andrugio.  a^d  hi,  n 
Moth.  How  now  Alexander,  what  Gentlcmanil 
Indeed  forfooth  1 know  not  I found  him  , 
of  woe,  crying  a loft  Daughter,  and  telling  5 1 her  ^ 

People,  and  what  you  wot?  by  all  Subfrrfr.^^  Tokens  to  the 

(houldbeournew  Maid  Lfw^lS  ’ttirr 

fore  I was  bold  to  lell  him  of  her,  Miftrefs.  * ” ^ 

Moth.  Melvial  It  cannot  be  Fool,  alas  vmi  tn.,™  n,  • 

Wench,  and  I took  her  in  upon  me;c”cLTy.^"°'" 
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jind.  So  feem’d  my  Daughter  when  (he  went  away,  as  fhc  had 
made  her  lelf. 

Aicib.  What  Stature  was  your  Child  of,  Sir? 

Avd.  Not  high,  and  of  a brown  Complexion, 

Her  H iir  aborn,  a round  Face,  which  fome  Friends  that  flattered 
me,  would  fay’twoulJ  be  a good  one. 

Alex,  This  is  ftill  Mehta^  Miftrefs,  that’s  the  Truth  on’r. 

Motb,  It  may  be  ib,  i’ii  promife  you. 

^lex.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  our  Town,  for  a Hand 
and  a Poor,  I fhall  never  fee  thy  Fellow. 

Motb.  But  had  iTie  doc  fuch  Toys,  as  Bracelets,  Rings,  and  Je- 
wels? 

And.  She  was  fomething  bold  indeed,  to  tajee  fuch  things  that 
Night  flie  left  ms.  ‘ 

j^oth.  Then  belike  flie  run  away? 

And.  Though  flie  be  one  I love,  I dare  not  lye,  flie  did  indeed. 
Morb,  What  think  you  of  this  Jewel? 

And.  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine,  you  have 
made  me  a new  Man,  I thank  you  for  it. 

Moth.  Nay,  and  flie  be  given  to  filching,  there  is  your  Jewel,  I 
am  clear  on’t?  but  by  your  leave,  Sir,  you  lhall  anfwer  me  tor  what 
is  loft  fince  flie  came  hither,  I can  tell  you,  there  lye  things  fcatter- 
ing  in  every  Place  about  the  Houfe. 

Alex.  As  I am  virtuous  I have  the  lyingft  old  Gentlewoman  to 
my  Miftrefs,  and  the  moft  malicious  the  Devil  a good  word  will 
flie  give  a Servant,  that’s  hir  old  Rule;  and  God  be  thanked, 
they’ll  give  her  as  few,  there  is  peifed  love  on  both  Sides  j it  yearns 
my  Heart  to  fee  the  Wench  mifconllrucd,  a careful  Soul  Tne  is.  I’ll 
hefworn  for  her,  and  when  flic’s  gone,  let  themTay  what  they  will, 
they  may  caft  their  Caps  .at  fuch  another. 

And,  What  you  have  loft  by  her,  with  all  my  Heart 
ril  fee  you  double  paid  for  ^ you  have  fav’d, 

Wirh  your  kind  Pfty,  two  that  mufl  not  live 
Ualefs  it  be  to  thank  you  j take  this  Jewel, 

This  ftrikes  off  none  of  her  Offbnees,  Miftrefs, 

Would  ! might  fee  her. 

Aioth.  Alexander^  run,  and  bid  her  make  hafte  home,  flie’s  at  the 
milking  Clofe^  but  tell  her  nn  by  any  means  who’s  here,  I know, 
ihe’ll  be  too  fearful. 

Alex.  Well,  wc’Il  have  a Poflet  yet  at  parting,  that’s  my  Com- 
fort, and  one  round,  or  elfe  I’ll  ioTe  my  Will. 

And.  You  fliall  find  Silvio.,  Uberto  and  Tedro  enquiring  for  the 
Wench  at  the  next  Town,  tell  them  flie  is  found,  and  where  I am, 
and  with  the  favour  of  this  Gentlewoman,  deflre  them  to  come 
hither. 

Moth  I pray  do,  they  (hall  be  all  welcome.  [,Exit  Set: 

Enter 
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-van  , Curid,  ttnd  Mark.’  ^ ^ 

f"  6"d<heP„d« 

■?*/  ^V'°’‘  '»>»  Jo  ro»,  Si,? 

IS.  HM»";LrS.  A So„  , . 

ciSow„"S,S"sta?’'  *“  “y  tl.« 

Motb.  She’s  above,  as  a"Woma'n  in  her  cafe  may  b» 

JuJi.  You  have  coiifeft  it?  then  Sirrah  call  in  tht  tTiffi 

»d?c r®  "'■* 

- Aiotb,  Todifcover.^  what? 

jtifl.  You  (hall  know  that  anon:  I think  Ihavf>nTr..  t.  j 
oh  welcome,  enter  the  Houle,  and  by  Vertt  e W 
you  have  there,  feae  upon  the  Bodily  PeJfons  oTth^rM' 
there  written,  to  wit,  rae  Mercury  Ld  thf  urr  ^ / 

MotL  For  what?  and  the  Wife  of  one 

y«y?.  Away  I fay. 

This  Gentleman  fhallcertifie  you  for  what  rff 

M>/&.  He  can  accufe  my  Son  of  nothine  he  rame 
but  Within  thefe two  Days?  came  from  Travel 

There  hangs  a Tale.  ' 

^lOtb*  I fhould  be  forrv  this  fbniiM  All 

pccially  DOW,  Siis  will  favour  mt  fo  much  as"  to  1^''”^’  1“’' 
of  what  you  accufe  him  ? know 

Cur,  Upon  Sufpicion  of  Murther. 

Moth,  Murther?  1 defie  thee. 

S innocent. 

mon-wealth.  ^ *cis  for  the  Com- 

' y°“  were  beft  hang  your  felf  ' ^ 

I forgive  your  honell  Mirth  ever?  Jh  .welcome,  welcome 

You, 

Why  d,  you  fo?  r igo  te’”'"'™"- 
Jf.  L=.  ,„o„  tad,  .h» 

^‘a’  5^0“  examine  us  of? 

/^/«*  Of  ^ntorjte  s Murther,^ 

Mer.  Why,  he  was  my  Friend 
He  was  my  Husband. 

The  more  fhame  for  you  both;'d^.r^  p,„ 


A4ar 

Ink. 


M)tb. 


ytf  the  COXCOMB. 

Moth.  Pray  God  all  be  well,  I never  knew  any  of  thefe  Travel- 
lers  come  to  goodj  I befeech  you,  Sir,  be  favourable  to  my  Son. 

Juft.  Gentlewoman,  hold  you  content,  1 would  it  were  come  to 
that? 

Mer,  For  Ged’s  fake  Mother,  why  kneel  you  to  fuch  a Pig-brib’d 
fellow?  he  has  furfeited  of  Geefe,  and  they  have  put  him  into  a fit 
cf  Jufticc,  let  him  do  his  worlh 

Juft*  Is  your  Paper  ready?  Mark.  I am  ready,  Sir. 

EfJter  Antonio. 

Juft.  Accufe  them,  Sir,  1 command  thee  to  lay  down  Accufations 
againll  thefe  Perfons,  in  behalf  of  the  Stare,  and  firft  look  upon  the 
Parties  to  be  accus’d,  and  deliver  your  Name 
* Cur,  My  Name  is  Curio^  my  murthered  Kinfman, 

If  he  were  living  now,  1 ihould  not  know  him, 

^Tis  fo  long  fince  we  faw  one  another. 

Ant,  My  Coulin  Curio ^ 

Cur.  But  thus  much  from  the  Mouths  of  his  Servants,  and  othen, 
whofe  Examinations  I have  in  writing  about  me,  1 can  accufe  them  . 
of^  this  Mercury,  the  laft  Night,  hut  this  laft,  lay  in  Antonio's 
Houfe,  and  in  the  Night  he  rofe,  railing  Antonio,  where  privately 
they  were  in  talk  an  Hour,  to  what  end  I know  not*,  but  of  likely- 
hood,  finding  Antonio's  Houfe  not  a fit  Place  to  murder  him  in,  he 
fuffered  him  to  go  to  Bed  again,  but  in  the  Morning  early  he  train’d 
him  1 think  forth,  after  which  time  he  never  faw  his  homc^  his 
Cloaths  were  found  near  the  Place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the 
People  at  lirll  deny*d  they  faw  him  5 but  at  laft  he  made  a frivolous 
Tale,  that th. re  he  ftiifccdhim  inro  a Foorman’s  Habit*,  but  in  ftiorr, 
the  next  hour  this  Woman  went  to  Mercury,  and  in  her  Coach  they 
pofted  hither*,  true  Accufations  1 have  no  more,  and  I will  make 
none. 

Jitfi.  No  more?  we  need  no  more:  Sirrah,  be  drawing  their 
Mittimus  before  we  hear  their  Anfwer.  What  fay  you,  Sir?  are  you 
guilty  of  this  Muriher? 

A'fer,  No,  Sir, 

Juft,  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confefs,  it  will  be  the  better  for 
you* 

Mer,  If  I were  guilty,  your  Rhetorick  could  not  fetch  if  forth  \ 
but  though  I am  Innocent^  I confefs,  that  if  I were  a Scander-by, 
thefe  Circumftances  urg’d,  which  are  true,  would  make  me  doubt- 
lefs  believe  the  accufed  Parties  to  be  guilty. 

Juft.  Write  down,  tlia;  he  being  a Stander-by,  for  fo  you  fee  he 
i^,  doth  doubilcfly  believe  the  accufed  Parties,  which  is  himfelf,  to 
be  guilty. 

Mer,  1 fay  no  fuch  thing. 

juft.  Write  it  down  1 fay,  we’ll  try  that. 


Mer 
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Mer.  I care  not  what  you  write,  pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him 
for  my  Love,  though  I am  free  from  this,  we  both  dtferve 

Mar,  Govern  your  Tongue  I pray  you,  all  is  well,  my  HirsbanJ 
lives,  I know  it,  and  I fee  him. 

Jufl.  They  whifper,  fever  them  quickly  ! fay,  Officers,  why  do 
you  let  them  prompt  one  anoiher?  Gentlewoman,  what  fay  you  to 
this,  arc  not  you  guilty  ? 

Mar,  No,  as  1 hope  for  Mercy. 

Juji.  But  are  not  thofe  Circumltances  true,  that  this  Genilsman 
hath  fo  Ihortly  and  methodically  deliver’d? 

Mar,  They  are,  and  what  you  do  with  me,  1 care  not, 

Since  he  is  dead,  in  whom  was  all  my  care: 

You  knew  him  not. 

Juft,  No,  an’t  been  better  for  you  too,  and  you  had  never  been 
k-o  vvn  to  him. 

Mar,  Why  then  you  did  not  know  the  World’s  chief  Joy, 

His  face  fo  manly  as  it  had  been  made 
To  fright  the  World,  yet  he  fo  fwcccly  temper'd, 

That  he  would  make  himfelf  a natural  Fool, 

To  do  a noble  kindnefs  for  a Friend. 

He  was  a Man  whofe  Name  Til  not  out-live, 

Longer  than  Hcav*n,  whofe  Will  mud  be  obey’d, 

Will  have  me  do. 

j^nt.  And  I will  quit  thy  Kindnefs. 

Juft,  Before  me,  (he  has  made  the  Tears  ftand  in  mine  Eyes,  but 
I mud  be  auderc:  Gentlewoman,  you  mud  confefs  this  Murder. 

Mar,  1 cannot,  Sir,  I did  it  nor,  butl  defire  to  fee  thofe  Exami- 
nations which  this  Gentleman  acknowledges  to  have  about  him,  for 
but  late  lad  Night  1 receiv’d  Letters  from  the  City,  yet  I heard  of 
no  Confeffion,  then. 

Juft,  You  ihall  fee  them  time  enough  I warrant  you,  but  Letters 
you  fay  you  had,  where  arc  thofe  Letters  ? 

Mar,  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

Juft,  Gone?  whither  arc  they  gone? 

How  have  you  difpos’d  of  ’em  ? 

Mar,  Why,  Sir,  they  are  for  Women’s  matters,  and  Pd  I ufe’em. 

Ju[l,  Who  writ  ’em? 

Mar.  A Man  of  mine. 

Juft.  Who  brought  ’em? 

Mar.  A Pod. 

Juft.  A Pod?  there  is  fome  great  hade  furc,  aha,  where  is  that 
Pod? 

Mar*  Sir,  there  he  dands. 

Juft,  Does  he  fo?  bring  hither  that  Poft,  I am  afraid  that  Pod 
will  prove  a Knave-,  come  hither  Pod,  whatf  what  can  you  (ay 
concerning  the  Murder  of  Antonio} 

H JtH. 
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uifjt.  What’s  that  to  you.^ 

Jufl.  Oh  Poft,  you  have  no  Anfwer  ready,  have  you? 
ril  have  one  from  you. 

\Ant,  Ycu  (hal!  have  no  more  from  me  than  you  have,  you  exa- 
. mine  an  honeft  Gentleman  and  Gentlewoman  here,  ’tis  pity  fuch 
Fools  as  you  fliould  be  i’ch’  Gommillion. 

Jufi,  Say  you  fo  Pod  ? cake  away  that  Poft,  whip  him  and  oiUm 
him  again  quickly,  I’ll  hamper  you  Poft. 

Mer.  ^ \''\i  Antonk^  1 kno'w  him  now  as  well  j whac  an  ir^ei^uiar 
Fool  is  this? 

Ant,  Whip  me?  hold  ofF. 

Mar,  Oh  good  Sir,  whip  him,  by  his  murmuring  he  Ihould  know 
fomething  of  my  Husband’s  Death,  that  may  quit  me*,  for  God’s 
fake  fecch’c  our.  ^ 

Jufi,  Whip  him  I fay. 

Ant*  Who  is’c  dares  whip  me  now? 

Mar.  Oh  my  lov’d  Husband. 

Mer,  My  moft  worthy  Friend?  where  have  you  been  fo  long? 
Ant.  I cannot  fpeak  for  Joy. 

Jufl,  Why,  whaPs  the  matter  now,  and  (hall  not  Law  then  have 
her  Courfe  ? 

And.  It  fhall  have  no  other  Courfe  than  it  has,  I think. 

Jitfl.  It  fhall  have  other  Courfe  before  I go,  or  I’ll  beat  my  Brains, 
and  I fay  it  was  not  honeftly  done  of  him  to  difeover  himfeif,  hefore 
the  Parties  accus’d  were  executed,  that  Law  might  have  had  her 
Courfe,  for  then  the  Kingdom  flounfhes. 

Ant.  But  fuch  a Wife  as  thou,  had  never  any  Man,  and  fuch  a 
Friend  as  he,  believe  me  Wife,  fliall  never  be;  good  Wife^  love 
my  Friend,  Friend  love  my  Wife,  hark  Friend. 

JuJ},  Mark,  if  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  fhall  fwear  the 
Peace  of  fomebody. 

Mark.  Yes,  Sir, 

Ant.  By  my  Troth  I am  forry  my  Wife  is  fo  obfiinate,  footh,  if 
I could  ytt  do  thee  any  good,  I wou^d,  faith  I wou’d, 

Mer.  i thank  you  Sir,  1 have  loft  that  Paffion. 

Ant.  Coufin  CiniOj  ycu  and  I muft  be  better  aeq^tainted. 

Cur.  It  is  my  Wifh,  Sir. 

Ant^  I fhould  not  have  known  you  neither,  ’cis  fo  long  fince  we 
faw,  v;e  were  but  Children  then,  but  you  have  fttew’d  your  fdf  aa 
honeft  Man  to  me. 

Cur,  1 would  be  ever  fo. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 

Moth.  Look  you,  who’s  there?  ^ 

And.  Say  nothing  to  me,  for  thy  Peace  is  made.- 
Kic  Sir,  I can  nothing  fay, 

Bul'that  you  are  her  Father,  you  can  both 
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Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a Wrong, 

But  love  where  you  have  moil  Injury. 

Juft.  I think  1 (hall  hear  of  no  hanging  this.  Year there’s  a Tin- 
ker and  a Whore  yet,  the  Cryer  faid,  that  robb’d  her,  and  arc  in 
Prifon,  I hope  they  ihall  be  hang’d. 

Ant.  No,  tiuly  Sir,  they  have  broke  Prifon^ 

Juft.  ’Tis  no  matter,  then  the  Jaylor  (hail  be  hang’d. 

Ant.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  that  too,  Sir,  ’twas  known  to  be  againft 
his  Will,  and  he  hath  got  his  Pardon,  I think  for  nothing,  but  if 
it  doth  coil  him  any  thing,  I’ll  pay  it. 

JuH.  Marki  up  with  your  Papers,  away, 

Mer.  Oh  .you  ftiall  flay  Dinner,  I have  a Couple  of  brawling 
Neighbours,  that  Til  aflure  you  will  not  agree,  and  you 'ihall 'have 
the  hearing  of  their  Matter. 

Juft.  With  all  my  Heart, 

Mer.  Go,  Gentlemen,  go  in." 

Ria.  Oh  P'hla^  that  no  fucceeding  Age 
Might  lofe  the  Memory  of  \^^hat  thou  were  j 
But  fuch  an  overfwayed  Sex  is  yours, 

That  all  the  virtuous  A^fions  you,caii  do, 

Are  but  as  Men  will  call  them*,  and  I fwcar, 

"Tis  my  Belief,  that  Women  want  but  ways 
To  praife  their  Deeds,  but  Men  want  Deeds  to  praife. 

[^Exeunt  omnes] 
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EPILOGUE. 


ended,  hut  my  Hopes  and  Fears  begin, 

' ' JL  ^or  can  it  he  imputed  as  a Sin  i 

hi  me  to  njjiJh  it  Favour-,  if  this  Night 
To  the  Judicious  it  hath  given  Delight, 

1 have  my  Ends-,  and  may  fuch,  for  their  Grace 
Vouchfaf'd  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every  Place.  ] 
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